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THE 


TRIUMPH  of  LIBERTY. 


YE  facred  Powers  that  haunt  the  filent  dells 
Of  Infpiration,  that  in  early  youth, 
Inllinclive,  urg'd  my  carelefs  lips  to  breathe 
Spontaneous  Song,  when,  led  by  genuine  joy. 
At  Morn  or  Eve,  I  wander'd  o'er  the  lawn, 
Delighted,  or,  in  thicket  deep-iinbower'd. 
And  thrown  befide  the  ever-murmuring  Stream, 
I  mus'd  on  Nature  and  her  primal  Caufe, 
In  whifpers,  pregnant  with  the  Poet's  flame. 
Impart  your  fweet  affiriance,  while  I  fing 
Britannia's  Triumph  o'er  Oppreffion's  fway, 
And  her  unbounded  gratitude  to  thofe 

B  Who, 
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Who,  rifking  foitune,  dignity  and  life, 
Preferv'd  from  ruin  her  diftinguifh'd  Ifle. 
Come  to  my  aid,  ye  ever-tuneful  Nine. 
And  thou,  fair  Goddefs  of  divine  defcent, 
Genius  of  D  E  V  O  N  S  H  I  R  E  's  ilhidrious  Line, 
Infpiring  Liberty  !  without  whofe  fniiles 
A!l  Nature  would  appear  a  cheerlefs  wild 
Ungracious  to  the  Poet,  from  tliy  Mount, 
On  adamantine  pillars  firm  fuflain'd, 
And  girt  by  Albion's  Guardians  undifinay'd, 
Transfufe  thy  ardent  Spirit  to  my  bread ; 
And  what  I  want  of  Song's  efTential  fire. 
With  patriot  love  and  glowing  zeal,  fupply  ! 

Ere  Morn  is  feen  to  tinge  the  mountain  tops 
W^ith  twilight  pale,  the  bufy  Houfewife  warms 
Her  humble  Cottage,  with  a  chearful  blaze  ; 
And  calls  her  offspring,  to  partake  the  meal 
Of  fimple  b  verage,  by  her  hands  prepar'd. 
No  luxury  her  careful  houfe  affords  ; 
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Yet  of  her  bell  (lie  gives  them— who  can  rr.ore? 

Garrulous,  around  the  hearih  they  crowd. 

And  quaff  with  eacrpr  fwiftnefs,  left  delay 

Should  difcippoint  the:!'  of  the  rum   r'd  joy. 

The  Matron  joins  it  eir  converfe,  and  bids  hade 

To  Scarfdale's  honor'd  region  —  then  to  all 

Her  anxious  bU^flincr  sjives.     Now  found  tlie  vales 

With  voices  join'd  in  coUoquy  benign, 

As  o'er  the  plains  the  Peafants  take  their  way, 

And  o'er  the  mountains  roam.     From  fpires  remote. 

The  minghng  peal  of  loudly-founding  Bells 

Is  heard  with  joy  ihro'  the  i.ofturnal  air, 

Which  yields  a  penfive  pleafure  to  the  Soul, 

And  wraps  her  powers  in  contemplation  fweet ; 

While  from  his  draw-clad  palace,    rudely  rous'd, 

Before  his  cuftom'd  time,  fierce  chanticleer 

His  fhrilltun'd  clarion  winds,   and  fills  the  air 

With  animating  mufic,   aptly  join'd 

By  deep-mouth'd  Village-dogs  that  bark  aloud. 
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Come  ye,  who  love  to  be  fublimely  pleas'd, 
And  gladly  penfive  ;    ye,  who  tafte  the  joy 
Of  virtuous  pleafure,  and  admire  the  fcene 
Dehghtful  without  art;    and  know  to  join 
Reflc6lion  with  the  objefls  that  attraft. 
Come  to  my  lofty  eminence,   while  Night 
Extends  her  mantle  o'er  the  folemn  view. 
And  hear  the  grateful  difcord;    fee  from  far 
The  Cottage  windows  twinkle  in  the  dale ; 
And  view  the  Mountains  lift  their  fhaggy  heads. 
Gilt  with  the  lunar  beam;   while  half  the  vales 
In  dewy  mill  and  darknefs  lie  obfcur'd. 

See  yonder  Vill  *  that  thro'  the  gloom  appears 
Involv'd  in  vapors.     There  conven'd  the  Chiefs 
Who  rtfcu'd  Liberty  from  lawlefs  Power, 
Aid  call'd  from  Beliiium's  fea-endanser'd  (hore 
The  Sfar  of  Truth  and  Freedom.     Void  of  fear 
They  met,  and  rifk'd  their  properties  and  lives. 


For 
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For  what  they  more  efleem'd,  TKZIR  COUNTRY'S  WEAL. 

O  let  their  virtues  dwell  upon  your  minds. 

And  fill  your  plaufive  fongs  with  grateful  fire  ! 

To-day  their  Children,  tho'  centenial  Suns 

Have  fhed  their  luRres  on  the  roUing  Globe 

Since  that  important  day,  whence  Britons  date 

Their  native  Rights  and  Liberties  reflor'd. 

In  joyful  trains  ailemble,  to  return 

Their  grateful  homage  to  the  bounteous  Skies 

Which  gave  the  blefl  Event.     Nor  will  be  left 

Devoid  of  praife  the  noble  Miniflers, 

Whom  Heav'n  ordain'd  to  work  the  glorious  Change. 

For  hark  !   ere  bright  Aurora  gives  the  dawn. 

And  fpreading  wide  her  fair  efFufive  red, 

Tinflures  the  golden  Orient,    how  the  hills 

And  vocal  rocks,   refpcnfive  to  the  fhouts 

Of  mingled  praifes,   cheer  the  difmal  dale. 

Hark !  how  the  mufic  of  the  diflant  bells 

Glads  the  chill  air,  and  fills  it  with  a  fort 

Of  infpiration  and  enlivening  found ; 

For, 
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For,  'twixt  the  Soul  and  harmony,  exifl'? 
A  mediate  fympathv,  which  gives  the  mind. 
Thro'  fancy's  aid,  txpanfion  and  delight, 
Or,  as  the  Soul  is  temper'J,  grief  or  joy. 

It  was  not  lu  when  j;nm  OpprtlTion's  rod, 
Protended  by  blind  Zeal's  unfeeling  arm, 
O'er  pale  Br.iTANXiA  wav'd.     Then  nought  was  heard 
But  groans  and  lamentations,  and  deep  fighs 
That  fearful  ifTued  from  the  daunted  bread : 
No  glad  rejoicing  then  allail'd  the  ear 
With  joy  exalted  ,  all  was  damp  and  dead ; 
Not  like  this  morn,  when  univeifal  joy 
Pours  her  elFufians  on  the  greeted  ear. 
And  fpeaks  the  mildncfs  of  a  Patriot  King, 
With  glad  acclaim;  when  Nature's  mighty  lelf 
(Tho'  oft  November  deaths  himfelf  in  {lorms. 
And  has,  for  fome  d^ys  pall,  deform'd  the  earth, 
\Vi;h  fiightful  tempeUs  and  uncheerful  fhowers) 
Seems  confcious  ol;  th'  occafion,  and  with  fmiles 
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Of  gratulation,  gives  the  glorious  Day. 
Delightful  prelude ! 

Lo!  o'er  yonder  hill. 
That  bounds  the  profpe£l  with  a  circling  ridge. 
And  feems  to  prop  the  radiant  arch  of  heav'n, 
The  blufhing  dawn  appears  array 'd  in  light, 
Bedropt  with  fluid  gold.     Favonian  gales, 
Mov'd  by  the  irnpulfe  of  the  folar  beam. 
Begin  to  breathe,  and  break  th'  embodied  raid 
Which  veils  the  vale's  expanfe.     The  pearly  dew. 
Thrown  from  the  leaflefs  thicket,  patters  round. 
And  fways  the  faded  grafs.     And  now  difFui'd, 
Difpers'd  and  broken  into  volumes  white. 
The  fleecy  vapors  climb  the  neighb'ring  hills: 
And  now  afcended,  fail  along  the  flcy. 
The  lefs'ning  fhadows  flow  receding  eaft, 
Refign  the  vales  to  brightnefs ;  and  the  Sun 
(The  Bells  continuing  fl;ill  their  murmur  loud. 
And  the  flirill  fliouts  refounding  thro'  the  air) 
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Advancing  o'er  th'  horizon,  pours  the  day 

In  glift'ning  fplendor,  while  the  fhiv'ring  limbs, 

With  plealing  tranfport,  feel  his  vivid  rays. 

Thus,  tho'  with  progrcfs  fcarce  perceiv'd  and  flow, 
When  ignorance  and  fuperRitious  Night, 
And  Tyranny,  befmear'd  with  guiltlefs  blood, 
Inv^olv'd  the  world,  the  Sun  of  learning  rofe, 
At  firfl  faint-gleaming  on  the  Chaos  wild 
Of  error,  and  bewilder'd  thought  confus'd  : 
The  mental  vapours  tardily  gave  way  ; 
And  e'en  for  ages,  fcientific  light 
And  glorious  knowledge,  only  had  a  dawn  ! 
IIow  al  jcd  then  was  fhackled  reafon  funk ! 
How  loll  in  oceans  of  intemp'rate  zeal  I 
The  world  was  all  confulion  ;  murder,  lull. 
Rapine  and  fuperdition,  each  to  each 
Succeeded ;  Mammon  urg'd  the  hand  to  deeds 
Of  dreadful  outrage,  and  made  man  appear 
A  hideous  inonfler ;  e'en  the  Men,  ordain'd 
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To  lead  th'  erroneous  to  the  fount  of  light, 

Mifled  them  more,  and  fir'd  with  impious  pride 

Ambitious,  wrapt  the  frantic  world  in  flames. 

Ah  !  where  was  then  that  facred  fcroll  of  Truth, 

That  Tome  divine  of  wifdom ;  that  fure  Guide 

Of  human  condufl,  if  purfu'd  aright, 

From  Heav'n  deriv'd  ?     'Twas  lock'd  from  vulgar  eyes. 

And,  by  malign  perverfion,  made  the  tool 

Of  dire  extortion,  avarice  and  pride! 

Ah !  where  were  then  the  Monitors  of  old, 

I'he  Grecian  Sages?     Worfe  than  pagan  gloom 

Hung  mantling  o'er  the  nations  ;  none,  to  wake 

The  voice  of  Plato  in  the  flowery  fhade, 

Or  breathe  Socratic  eloquence  fublime. 

In  that  Obfcure  were  found  !     All  were  perverfe. 

And  wrapt  in  bigot-blindnefs :  Thund'ring,  loud. 

Anathemas  tremendous  even  fliook 

The  thiones  of  princes,  and  full  oft  compell'd 

The  proud  oppreffors  of  the  human  race 

To  cringe  to  vile  chimeras,  and  let  go 

C  Their 
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Their  plunder,  to  afluage  th'  announcer's  wrath. 
Can  crimes  be  found  that  did  not  flain  us  then? 
O  Hillory  !  blot  thy  all-fliocking  page! 
And  let  us  gaze  no  longer  on  the  deeds 
Difgraceful  to  mankind!     They  pain  the  foul. 
And  wound  the  tender  feelings  of  the  heart. 
But  whither  wanders  my  excurfive  Mufe  ? 
Thofe  crimes  have  ufcs  eminent  and  higli : 
They  Hand,  directive,  on  the  faithful  page 
Like  Pharos  on  the  margin  of  the  main, 
And  teach  us  to  avoid  the  dang'rous  rocks 
Of  fuperftition,  error  and  blind  zeal, 
On  which  fo  many  thou  fan  is  have  been  driv'r 
They  teach  us,  by  cornparifon,  to  love 
The  age  we  live  in  ;  teach  us  to  fupport. 
By  ev'ry  virtuous  effort,  ev'ry  nerve, 
Thofe  glorious  liberties,  which  firrt:  evolv'd 
Britannia  from  the  maze  of  gothic  night. 
And  rais'd  her  to  the  pinnacle  fublime 
Of  human  greatnefs,  never  to  decay, ^ 
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While  Brunswick's  Line  her  avveful  fceptre  fways, 
And  Britons  know  their  facrcd  Rights  to  prize. 

Now  in  the  bufy  Town  *  allcmbles  thick 
The  various  concourfe.     From  the  lofty  Peak, 
Where  Nature  (hews  her  moll  romantic  works, 
And  fheds  her  wildeft  horrors,  fill'd  with  joy, 
The  freeborn  race  defcends.     A  mingled  train 
Of  all  denominations ;  thofe  who  balk 
In  plenty's  funQiine,  cheerful  to  the  foul; 
And  thofe  whom  Fate  has  doom'd  to  want  and  toil ; 
Perhaps  in  Mines  to  dig  the  maffive  ore, 
And  earn  a  fcanty  meal ;  or,  black  with  fmoke. 
Burn  rocks  aduft,  t'  improve  the  barren  foil ; 
Or  till  the  ground  reluclant.     Yet  their  hills. 
By  nature  cheerlefs,  horrible  and  drear. 
Their  Mines  fulphureous,  fili'd  with  various  deaths. 
And  foil  reluftant,  never  can  deilroy 
Their  native  love  of  freedom.     From  the  plains 

C  2  Of 

•  Chefterfield. 
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Of  fulminous  Brigantium,  where  in  finoke, 
The  nervous  artifls  weld  the  mafTy  bars, 
Induflrious  thoufands  come,  intent  to  join 
The  fellive  tlirong,  and  hail  the  joyous  dav. 
Nor  lefs  does  Derwent,  crown'd  with  waving  woods 
And  craggy  mountains,  pour  the  numerous  tribes 
That  haunt  her  fruitful  banks,  or  winding  Wye, 
Or  famous  Trent,  or  Amber's  lucid  flream. 
From  ev'ry  quarter  flow  the  leflive  trains. 
Rejoicing,  and  prepare  to  form  the  grand 
Proceffion.     Hark  !  the  clangous  horn,  infpir'd 
By  indefatigable  lungs,  with  piercing  found 
Affails  the  vault  of  Heav'n  ;  the  (after  flute 
Mingles  her  milder  melody  among, 
To  foothe  the  lifl'ning  car;  while  tuneful  notes. 
From  various  inflruments  arifing  fweet. 
Join  the  full  concord,  and  iufpire  the  foul. 

Now  in  the  air,  uprear'd  by  nervous  arm, 
The  filky  dreamers  wave,  emblazon'd  bright 
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With  fy mbols  and  efcutcheons  of  the  Chiefs, 
Who  qucli'd  ambition's  rage,  and  hung  in  fcales, 
Of  equal  poize,  the  King's  and  People's  Rights* 

Onward  the  train  proceeds,  array 'd  in  robes 
That  mimic  the  cerulean  arch,  adorn'd 
Wiih  favor*:,  kno'ted  by  the  hand  of  tafte, 
Tu  form  w'l.'fe  hue,   the  hyaciiuh  and  rofe. 
Have  lent  V^c\r  mTngltd  colors,  emblems  fair 
C>[  him,  vv^'io.  Lin  linor  on  Britannia's  (liore, 
M-ide  pioal  (ury  and  dcfponc  fw  iv, 
Their  iron-grafp  relinqiiifh,  and  let  fall 
The  tyrant  fceptre  and  imperious  rod. 

And  now  at  WHITTIXGTON's  revered  vill, 
Which  fliall  thro'  future  ages  meet  regard. 
More  reverential  from  Britannia's  Sons 
Than  Mecca's  fhrine  from  fuperRitious  awe. 
The  fplendid  crowd  arrives  in  order  fair. 

The 
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The  church  is  throng'd,  wherein  the  fage  divine 

With  facied  counfcl,  on  his  natal  day, 

Inflrufts  the  filent  audience.     From  his.  hps 

The  dulcet  words  of  joy  and  truth  didil. 

No  affeclation,  with  her  naufeous  arts, 

InfeCls  his  Ipeech  or  action,  all  is   pure 

And  fn-nplc,  as  becomes  the  holy  place. 

And  well  it  may  :  for  him,  in  early  youth, 

Fair  Genius  found,  exalted  with  her  fire. 

And  taught  him  to  examine  facred  things 

With  truths  unbiafs'd  eye.     To  him  old  time 

Imparts  the  fecrets  of  his  hoary  Icroll  -, 

And  round  his  temples.  Fame  her  wreath  entwines. 

Bright  as  the  tire  which  girts  an  Angel's  head. 

Hear  him,  ye  fons  of  pleafure,  ye,  who  tread 

Circean  paths,  and  riot  in  the   tears 

Of  innocence  betray 'd  and  honor  fall'n  ! 

Hear  bim  advife  you  to  forego  the  plans 

Of  vile  fcdudion,  and  direft  your  minds 

*  The  Rev.  Mr.  Pegge. 
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To  more  fublime  purfuits,  your  Country's  Weal, 

And  Reformation's  all-eflential  work. 

How  necelFiry  now  fuch  counfel  pure. 

When  irreligion  and  negle6l  of  God, 

All  ranks  pervade,  when  vicious  pleafure  links 

The  foul  in  bdrenefs  and  abforbs  her  powers. 

When  di{Ii;)ation,  (harpers,  and  parade. 

Our  ccff  :s  rmn'y,  undermine  our  Rrength, 

And  fow  the  ft  eds  of  weaknefs  in  our  hearts. 

Be  cautious,  Britons!  led,  by  drinking  deep 

Of  V.ce's  baneful  flream,  ye  bring  again 

That  night  which  once  involv'd  us!     Rife,  ye  Great! 

And  fet  the  good  example  ;  as  ye  lead,"* 

The  lower  ranks  implicitly  puifue; 

In  your  high  fphere  commence  the  grand  reform  : 

Refle6l  how  large  a  debt  ye  owe  your  fires. 

And  what  a  larger  (till  is  due  to  Heav'n  I 

And  trull  that  worthy  and  exalted  deeds 

Will  bed  difcharge  them.     Think  what  ample  praife 

Pollerity  will  lavifh  on  your  nameSj, 
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When  thro'  their  tribes  they  fee  the  virtues  reign, 
Infpir'd  by  you,  and  bleffings  fhower'd  from  high, 
In  recompence  of  actions  great  and  pure. 
On  private  virtue  hangs  the  public  weal : 
While  we  are  virtuous,  Britain  will  be  great ; 
If  we  grow  vicious,  foon  her  powers  will  fail. 

The  fcrvice  ended,  lo,  the  feflive  throng 
The  famous  Cot  *  encircles,  where  conven'd 
England's  Prefervers,  and  the  plan  devis'd. 
Which  rais'd  her  prefent  glory,  and  regain'd 
Her  Freedom  loft.     Hark  !  how  the  piercing  Iliouts 
Rend  the  refounding  fkies,  and  fill  the  air 
With  joyous  echos  and  heart-cheering  founds. 

There  dwells  a  kind  of  infpiration  fweet. 
Where  deeds  of  deathlefs  fame  have  been  perform'd, 
That  wakes  a  pleafing  pathos  in  the  foul, 
And  fcts  her  powers  a  mufing.     Happy  they, 

*  The  Revolution  Houfe. 
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Who  feel  the  facred  flame.     Let  nie  retire, 
Glad  with  the  cheerful  din,  to  where  the  Chiefs 
In  conful^^ation  fat,  and  fink  infuir'd 
Amid  fuch  raptur'd  revet  ie  fublime. 


•I 


Hail  honor'd  walls !  you  I  furvey  with  joy. 
And  aweful  reverence ;  ye  that  lent  a  fhade 
To  patriot  virtue  and  untainted  truth, 
In  times  emergent !     May  no  impious  hand 
Your  facred  flones  deface,  or  treach'rous  foot 
This  hallow'd  room  invade  !     O  ye,  whom  Vice 
With  charm  ignoble  lures,  whom  venal  aims 
Divert  from  juftice  and  the  paths  of  right. 

Whom  honor  ne'er  infpir'd O  ye,  who  ftrive. 

By  adulation's  opiate  blandifhments. 
To  lull  th'  exalted  centinel  that  guards 
The  gate  of  power,  when  felfifli  motives  fire. 
And  not  the  public  weal,  your  fordid  fouls. 
Pernicious  flaves  of  gain,  prepar'd  t' excite. 

And  feed  ambitious  views- O  void  of  truth ! 

D  O  falfe 
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O  falfe  dinTembling  patriots  !  ye,  who  fir'd 

By  envy,  malice,  or  delufive  thirfl 

OF  popular  applaufe,  alTume  the  garb 

Of  Freedom  fair,   to  fire  the  madding  crowd. 

And  from  their^asses  infernal  to  provoke 

Sedition's  direful  fiends Fallacious  crew  ! 

Avaunt !  approach  not  here !  this  hoary  place 

Is  facred,  confecrate  to  freedom  pure. 

And  virtue  uncorrupt.     Here  dwell  the  powers 

(Strangers  to  you)  by  Heav'n's  fupreme  decree. 

To  guard  the  glory  of  the  Britifh  name 

Appointed.     Here  the  Worthies  met,  who  fcorn'd 

Whate'er  was  bafe,  who  valu'd  not  their  lives 

When  Freedom  flood  endanger'd.     Come,  ye  fair  !. 

Scatter,  with  laurel  and  triumphal  flowers. 

This  ballow'd  place,  and  chant  your  patriot  fongs. 

While  gratitude  and  joy  your  brealls  infpire. 

Hail  to  the  Friends  of  glorious  Liberty, 
Wherever  plac'd,  whatever  be  their  lot ; 

Whether 
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Whether  they  tread  a  hoflile  fhore,  or  lend 
To  Britain's  caufe  a  thought  benevolent. 
The  Mufe  no  narrow  bound  of  kindnefs  knows ; 
Her  wifhes  reach  creation's  farthefl  verge. 
We  once  were  one,  and  fliou'd  have  ftill  remain'd 
One  focial  body,  had  not  third  of  power. 
And  jarring  paffions,  torn  us  from  ourfelves. 
Hail  to  the  Prince,  who  feels  the  lib'ral  flame 
Of  ALFRED,  when  amid  the  royal  (hade, 
He  plann'd  his  people's  happinefs  and  weal, 
Stretch'd  forth  his  ample  foul,  and  laid  the  bafe 
Of  thofe  diflinguifli'd,  equitable  laws. 
Which  fince  have  made  us  wonderful  and  great. 
O  may  the  monarchs  of  the  fpacious  earth, 
Purfue  his  bright  example,  and  like  him, 
Diffeminate  the  feeds  of  truth  and  joy 
Among  their  various  tribes.     And  did  they  know 
Thy  fweets,  O  Liberty  !  they  wou'd  not  long 
(If  pure  benevolence  their  hearts  infpir'dj 
Turn  from  thy  foft,  accellible  delights. 

D  2  But, 
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But,  Godders !  they  are  blind they  know  thee  not 

Tyrannic  gloom  obfcures  their  tainted  eyes, 
And  from  their  tow'ring,  yet  contracled  aims, 
Secludes  thofe  profpefts,  whofe  celeftial  ends 
Wou'd  bleis  mankind  and  them.     Millaken  herd  ! 
They  know  not  that  in  thee  concentre  all 
Thofe  founts  of  grandeur,  dignity  and  awe. 
Which  in  defpotic  power  they  vainly  ieek. 
Ev'n,  Britain,  thou,  who  like  a  fpeck  appear'ft: 
Amid  thy  fubjeft  waters,  which,  each  day. 
Bring  tribute  to  thy  ports  from  realms  remote, 
Whom  lately  we  beheld  fuflain  th'  affault 
Of  "  half  the  nations  of  the  peopled  globe,"  . 
And  even  rife  fuperior  to  their  might. 
When  RODNEY'S  thunder  fliook  th'  Atlantic  wave. 

And  ELLIOT'S  buril  refiftlefs  from  the  rock 

Ev'n,   Britain,  thou  fo  rich  in  patriot  chiefs. 
So  rich  in  fages,  fo  renown'd  for  truth. 
So  fam'd  for  prowefs  and  illullrious  deeds. 
Had  fometimes  (when  ambitious  Kings,  milled 
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By  favorites  vile,  or  erring  notions  high 
Of  ftate,  have  grafp'd  at  pow'r  unh'mited) 
From  hberty  receded,  and  awhile 
Degen'rate  funk  ;  yet  foon  to  rife  again 
More  glorious  from  the  fall,  to  lay  the  bafe 
Of  freedom  firmer,  haply  not  to  move. 
O  Freedom  !  fweetefl,  choiceft  boon  of  Heav'n, 
Celeflial  Guardian  of  this  favor'd  Ifle, 
Delight-infpiring,  flrength-creating  pow'r ! 
How  fair  my  fancy  paints  thee.     Ev'n  the  fcene 
Where  plenty  fmiles  luxuriant,  and  the  fields 
Wave  glift'ning  with  the  fun  and  dewy  pearl, 
Which  oft,  at  eve,  enraptur'd  I  furvey 
From  fome  high  mountain's  wood-invefted  top. 
Equals  not  half  thy  beauty  ;  nor  the  Morn 
Suffus'd  with  rofes  and  befpangled  gold. 
Not  in  the  fanofuine  horrors  of  the  field 
Confift  thy  glories.     In  thy  train  appears. 
Joyous,  and  fmiling  with  unbounded  love, 
Humanity,  the  Daughter  of  the  fkies, 

Extenfive 
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Extenfive  good  difFufing.     At  thy  fide, 

Peace  rides  triumphant,  her  innocuous  hand 

Waving  an  oUve  branch  ;  not  diftant  far. 

Strength,  whofe  undaunted  front  to  friendfhip  awes 

Th'  infidious  foe  :  and  where  thofe  kindred  pow'rs 

With  thee  unite,  wide  Commerce  mufl;  attend 

Active,  with  InduRry  afTured  to  reap 

The  harvefl;  of  his  toil.     For  in  thy  hand, 

The  fcales  of  Juftice  are  impartial  poiz'd, 

1  hy  bofom  breathes  benevolence  ;  thy  fmiles 

Encourage  genius,  and  call  forth  the  Arts. 

Fofter'J  by  thee,  fair  Science  fprcads  her  light. 

Religion  yields  a  pure,  unclouded  ray. 

By  thee  prote6led,  dignity  and  pow'r 

Await  the  Fair  ;  and  privilege  of  choice 

Their  bofoms  folace.     At  our  boards  they  (hine 

So  fweetly  graceful,  that  ev'n  fancy  deems 

The  feafl:  ambrofia.     Where  can  I  fele6l 

In  nature  aught  that  may  with  them  compare ; 

Comparifon  is  loll  in  charms  io  bright. 
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Come,  Liberty,  portray  them  to  my  foul, 

Drefs'd  in  the  flowers  of  fancy  ;  thou  canfl  beft, 

Whate'er  is  elegant  or  fair,  difplay  ; 

Thyfelf  a  fource  of  elegance  and  love. 

Yet  thou  art  all  tremendous,  when  the  arm 

Of  pow'r  defpotic  lifts  her  lawlefs  fpear. 

Aiming  to  pierce  thy  bofom,  then  involv'd 

In  horrid  gloom  thy  daring  front  appears. 

But  while  encourag'd  by  the  Monarch's  fmile, 

What  nymph  is  more  benignant  ?     Can  you  find, 

Amid  the  gentle  gales  that  fan  the  fpring, 

An  influence  more  foft  than  fprings  from  her  ? 

But,  if  deep-wounded  by  the  tyrant's  fpear. 

What  lionefs,  amid  the  defert  wild, 

Roufes  more  fierce  to  rend  the  daring  wretch 

Who  aims  to  fpill  her  life-blood  ?     Witnefs  thou  * 

Who,  trampling  on  the  native  rights  of  men, 

Men  born  to  freedom,  men,  who  wou'd  not  be, 

Unlefs  from  bondage  free  ;  what  wrath  inflam'd 
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Her  injur'd  BARONS,  who,  in  armor  clad, 

By  conqueft  bold,  and  Rem  with  fenfe  of  wrongs, 

Compell'd  thy  humbled,  yet  reluftant  arm. 

To  fif»n  her  glorious  CHARTER;  fource  of  good, 

The  pride  of  Britons.     Runnymede  beheld 

The  facred  deed  ;  and  Thames,  exulting,  roll'd 

More  muficaUy  by,  as  if  inform'd 

What  commerce,  thence  deriv'd,  wou'd  gild  his  waves, 

And  all  his  fliores  and  glitt'ring  towns  adorn. 

Nor  lefs  the  Friends  of  Liberty  divine 

Were  thofe  confpicuous  and  infpiring  names, 

PYM,  ELLIOT,  COKE,  and  HAMPDEN,  glorious  Chiefs; 

Who,  in  an  age  when  proud  ambition  drove 

To  mine  what  Britons  value  more  than  life, 

Stood  forth,  and  rous'd  the  public  to  rcfift 

Defpotic  povv'r.     Nor  lefs  that  virtuous  Fair, 

That  upri.^ht  confort  of  a  wav'ring  Judge, 

Illultrious  CROOK,  magnanimous  and  wife, 

Who,  fir'd  with  Spartan  Virtue,  did  infpire 

Her  weaker  Mate  with  courage  to  fuflain 

The 
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The  caufe  of  truth  againft  a  Court  corrupt, 

And  grim  with  terrors  of  tyrannic  fway. 

What  horrors  follow'd  let  ambition  read, 

They  form  a  page  for  her !     Yet  could  they  not 

Deter  the  arm  of  arbitrary  Pride 

From  hurling,  with  infidious  aim,  again, 

After  a  frolic  and  inglorious  reign, 

Her  woe-difFufing  Brand,  replete  with  fire 

Of  livid  malice,  that  awhile  had  lain 

Smother'd,  reluftant,  in  the  royal  breaft, 

Tho' obvious  oft  in  corufcations  dire. 

That  fpoke  a  magazine  of  thunder  ftor'd, 

To  burft  immediate  with  unfparing  blaft. 

SYDNEY,  thy  fate  too  fadly  can  atteft 

What  lawlefs  views  the  faithlefs  Prince  infpir'd  \ 

And,  RUSSEL,  thine,  the  pious  and  the  jult. 

Who  bled  for  freedom.    'Twas  a  noble  caufe. 

He  flood  the  fury  of  the  dreadful  florm, 

And  perifh'd  like  a  lamb  by  lightning  fmitten  ! 

What  indignation  and  heart-rending  grief, 

E  Infpire 
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Infpire  my  Soul  whene'er  your  crying  wrongs 
AfTail  me  !     Worthy  of  a  better  fate  ! 
Your  mournful  flory  fhall  imprcfs  my  heart, 
And  never  thence  depart  while  life  is  there. 
Their  doom  fo  tragic,  cruel  and  unjult, 
Enfuing  woe  portended.     Soon  afide 
The  malk  was  drawn,  and  tyranny  appeared 
Audacious,  driving  from  her  favorite  land 
Aflrea  heav'nly-born.     Religion  flood 
Agaft  with  horror,  trembling  to  behold 
Her  feat  ufurp'd  by  fuperftitious  rage. 
Whence  perfecution  fprings.     The  papal  Herd, 
Like  Egypt's  plagues  in  Pharaoh's  guilty  day, 
Each  fount  of  light  iMfelled,  and  o'er-ran 
The  feats  of  ju dice,  in  the  royal  ear 

Infufing  poifon What  could  then  enfue, 

But  difafF.£lion,  conflicl  and  difpute  ? 
Did  Britons  ever  tamely  bear  before 
Oppreflion's  yoke,  or  to  the  tyrant's  fpear, 
Obfequious  bend  and  afk  ignoble  life  ? 
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Had  they,  tho'  plung'd  in  luxury  and  eafe, 

Forgot  the  fource  of  Albion's  glory  ? No  ! 

Then  deem  not.  Tyrant,  that  thy  lawlefs  aims 
Will  meet  completion  ;  fooner  hope  to  calm 
The  boid'rous  fea  when  ftorms  upturn  its  waves. 

In  thofe  dire  times  of  anarchy  and  dread. 
Burning  with  all  the  ardor,  which  infpir'd 
Of  iheir  great  Sires  the  independent  Soul, 
To  this  lone  Cot,  great  CAVENDISH  retir'd; 
With  BOOTH  and  OSBORNE,  names  of  high  renown,^ 
And  DARCY,  glorious  in  the  lift  of  fame. 
They  met  not  in  the  gorgeous  rooms  of  ftate 
To  breathe  their  patriot  thoughts :  diftinction  dropt 
When  ruin  threaten'd  with  uplifted  arm, 
To  ftrike  their  Country  with  OpprelTion's  rod. 
No  faftious  fury  urg'd  their  noble  fouls 
With  fordid  impulfe.     Their  impartial  breafts 
With  Roman  virtue  glow'd.     They  felt  the  flame    ^ 
Which  Caffius  felt ;  thro'  which  firm  Sydney  bled, 

E  2  And 
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And  dauntlefs  Ruffel  calm  refign'd  his  breath, 
A  facrifice  to  freedom.     Thus  endu'd 
With  rigid  virtue,  'midll  an  age  corrupt, 
They  faw  their  Country's  danger,  and  with  voice 
Advent'rous,  liberty-infpir'd,  and  brave. 
Invited  NASSAU,  fam'd  for  prowefs  firm, 
The  Check  of  GalHc  Pride,  to  guard  our  rights, 
And  firm  fupport  Britannia's  finking  caufe. 
Thro'  lawlefs  power,  exanimate  and  weak. 
Obfervant  of  the  call,  th' illuflrious  Chief, 
Iiiflam'd  with  freedom,  fpread  his  ftreaming  fails 
Wide  on  the  furging  fea.     The  driving  winds 
Propitious  bear  him  to  the  Queen  of  Ifles; 
And  Tyranny  refigns  her  iron  rod ; 
Oppreflion  is  no  more.     Fair  Juflice  then 
Refum'd  her  feat,  array 'd  in  fpotlefs  robes  : 
Religion  breath'd  her  fentiments,  unaw'd. 
And  all  was  wrapt  in  calmnefs.     Arts  reviv'd. 
And  bloom'd  afrefli ;  and  Genius  wak'd  her  fong 
Melodious,  warbling  forth  the  praife  of  him, 
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Who  fnatch'd  Britannia  from  the  gaping  jaws 
Of  that  tremendous,  fathomlefs  abyfs. 
Where  Afhur  lies  entom'd,  with  many  a  realm 
Forgotten  now ;  where  Greece  untimely  funk, 
The  feat  of  elegance,  the  nurfe  of  arts ! 
And  where  (O  fad  vicifTitude  of  things  ! ) 
All-ruling  Rome  herfelf  has  found  a  grave ! 

Such  were  the  men  that  made  Britannia  great. 
Such  were  the  druggies  that  preferv'd  our  rights. 
And  fav'd  a  finking  nation.     Drear  to  think. 
By  what  great  efforts  of  unfhaken  zeal. 
By  what  effufions  of  untainted  blood. 
This  Pillar  firm  of  Liberty  was  rais'd  ! 
How  happy  then  are  we,  whom  fate  has  call 
Upon  a  milder  age,  when  Albion  fees. 
Exulting,  on  her  auguft  throne,  a  Prince 
Inform'd  with  virtues,  like  her  martyr'd  Chiefs; 
Whofe  breaft  delights  in  juftice,  and  the  law. 
With  mercy  interfus'd.    Example  bright 
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For  future  monarchs,  and  a  fliding  race 

or  thoughtlefs  mortals.     PATRON  great  of  arts. 

Of  genius,  commerce,  and  religious  truth. 

On  this  dillinguilh'd  fpot  fliall  Britons  raife 
A  monument  in  gratitude  to  thofe 
Who,  timely  meeting  on  its  hallow'd  earth, 
Refcu'd  our  native  Rights  from  erring  zeal. 
And  ruinous  Ambition's  lawlefs  views. 
Be  liberal,  ye  Sons  of  Liberty, 
Be  zealous  in  the  caufe  ;  uprear  a  mark 
Of  what  your  grateful  bofoms  nobly  feel : 
It  is  a  tribute  due  to  deeds  like  their's. 
Oft  fliall  the  Britifli  youth,  cnrapt,  furvey 
The  fculptur'd  Pile,  and  emulous  of  fame 
So  bravely  earn'd,  perceive  their  opening  hearts 
Fir'd  with  a  virtuous  and  fublime  defire. 
As  they  perufe  the  animating  lines, 
Sacred  to  names  that  fiiall  for  ever  live* 
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But  hark what  plaudits  rend  the  fluid  air. 

Great  DEVONSHIRE  arrives,  renown'd  for  truth, 

The  true  defcendant  of  that  gloiious  CHIEF, 

Whom  Britons  fhall  to  latefl  times  revere 

As  Freedom's  bleft  PRESERVER.     At  his  fide. 

Behold  the  favorite  of  the  graces  fair, 

Sweet  as  Love's  Goddefs,  when  acrofs  the  waves 

She  rode  refulgent,  in  her  pearly  car. 

By  Tritons  hail'd,  to  blefs  th'  Idalian  grove. 

Nor  can  the  eye,  that  looks  with  facred  awe 

On  fpotlefs  virtue  and  exalted  worth, 

Negle6t  to  turn  its  reverential  orb 

On  thofe  unlhaken  PAl  RIOTS,  *  whom  the  mufe 

Has  reverenc'd  lonof,  and  for  their  virtues  lov'd. 

And  fee,  advancing  thro' th' applauding  throng, 

Of  Race  diftinguifh'd,  STAMFORD  wife  and  good; 

And  DANBY,  bearing  in  his  youthful  veins 

The  patriot  current,  uncorrupt  and  pure ; 

With  many  a  Worthy  of  exalted  Soul, 

*    The  Lords  George  and  John  Cavendifn. 

The 
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The  Friends  of  Albion,  and  of  all  mankind. 

For  he  who  feels  expanding  in  his  bread 

The  Chrifb'an  glow,  and  confcious  of  his  blifs, 

Grateful  partakes  of  Freedom's  fatclefs  fvveets. 

Like  HOWARD  burns,  and  follers  in  his  heart 

The  godlike  impulfe,  anxious  to  extend 

To  all  around  the  blefTmg  he  enjoys. 

Philanthropy  infpires  his  glowing  foul ; 

He  wifhes  well  to  all ;  and  pants  to  fee 

A  full  diffufion  of  the  Rights  of  Man. 

Mufl;  the  poor  African,  while  Britain  quaffs 

The  bowl  of  liberty,  fit  drooping,  fad. 

Draining  Alfliflion's  goblet,  dafh'd  with  death, 

Far  from  his  native  home,  tranfported  thence 

By  cruel  avarice  ?     Has  he  no  heart. 

That  feels  the  kindred  pang,  the  parting  figh  ? 

No  love  within  his  bofom  ?     Is  his  flefh 

Infenfible  of  fell-inflided  pain  ? 

Is  he  inferior  to  the  monfler  fierce 

That  roams  the  favage  wild  ;  for  he  fuflains 
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Far  greater  hard fhips,  and  feverer  woes. 
Whips,  horrors,  exile,  and  a  ling'ring  death  ? 
No! — Britons,  ye  are  confcious  of  his  wrongs  ; 
Ye  will  not  revel,  and  let  others  pine. 
Ye  who  are  met  this  day  to  facrifice 
At  Freedom's  fhrine,  will  not  oppreffive  bind 
The  chain  of  bondage  round  your  Brother's  neck  : 
Benevolence  forbids  you  ;  and  your  hearts 
Admit  her  Tacred  mandates.     Heaven  abhors. 

And  univerfal  jullice,  what  is  wrong 

And  All  depend  upon  the  will  of  Heav'n. 

Now  the  Proceffion,  drawn  in  wond'rous  length. 
Returns.     The  gonfalons,  high-born  before. 
Stream  to  the  winds  and  glare  with  folar  fire. 
Mufic  accompanies ;  and  the  fweet  found 
Of  voices,  join'd  in  harmony  divine. 
Pours  dulcet  pleafure  on  the  lifl'ning  ear. 
The  Chariots  next  advance,  in  order  fair, 
A  fplendid,  num'rous  train;  and  next  the  fleeds, 

F  In 
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In  triple  lines  proceeding,  prancing  oftj 
Extend  the  pompous  cavalcade  beyond 
The  vifiial  reach.     Such  were  in  times  of  old 
The  Roman  triumphs,  had  they  not  diftain'd 
With  cruelty  their  joy  :  lo  look'd  the  train 
Of  Perfia's  raonarchs,  when  they  led  their  pow'rs 
To  conquer  Grecia,  though  a  diff'rent  caufe 
Infpir'd  their  vain  defigns.     The  diftant  hills 
And  concave  fkies  continu'd  fliouts  rcfound. 
And  on  the  gladded  ear  unceafing  throw 
The  joys  of  freedom.     Cheflerfield  receives 
The  feftive  body  now.    Her  (Irects,  adorn'd 
With  Beauty,  give  the  eye  to  gaze 
Till  loll  in  fond  amazement ;  and  the  foul 
Fancies  Elyfian  pleafures,  while  it  takes 
Haply,  a  fatal,  and  unpitied  wound. 

In  the  extenfive  Area  of  the  Town, 
After  parading  to  the  different  Inns, 
The  num'rous  crowd  reforts,  difpers'd  ferene, 
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Without  diflurbance  ;  there  to  tafle  with  joy 
The  rich  repaft  and  quaff  infpiring  wine. 
There  Bluett,  fam'd  for  elegance  of  wit, 
For  fecial  pow'rs,  and  fweetnefs  of  addrefs. 
Prepares  the  various  feafl,  delight  of  thofe 
Who  thoughtlefs  bathe  in  luxuiy  ;  to  me 
Not  pleafing,  when  each  morfel's  rich  compound 
Roufes  the  keen  refledion,  that  its  coft 
Would  purchafe  for  diflrels's  fcanty  board, 
A  grateful  meal,  and  call  a  gleam  of  joy 
Athwart  the  Cottage's  drear,  cobweb'd  gloom. 

The  rich  refrelhment  finifli'd,  quick  revolve 
The  loyal  toads,  the  patriot  and  the  brave. 
Hilarity  fucceeds  ;  and  jocund  mirth 
Sits  fmiling  on  each  forehead  ;  friendfhip  fires 
The  opening  foul ;  and  coi  defcenfion  fweet 
Levels  each  rank,  and  wraps  the  whole  in  joy. 
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The  humbler  multitude,  on  whom  the  fun 
Of  fair  refinement  never  fhed  a  ray, 
Rejoice  with  native  pleafure  :  deep  they  quaff 
The  cheering  beverage,  bounteoully  beflow'd. 
And  writhe  their  ruflic  features  into  fmiles  ; 
Now  blefs  the  hands  that  pour  the  copious  dreams  ; 
Now  deeply  drink  again,  and  dance  for  joy. 

Nor  will  the  Mufe  omit  the  wand'ring  few. 
That  budge  along  with  pocket  by  their  fide, 
Stuflf'd  with  th'  effufions  of  fome  minftrel  bard. 
Reeling  with  ale,  on  crutches  ill-fuftain'd. 
Their  ballads  chanting;  Devon*  all  their  theme; 
His  deeds,  his  virtues,  told  in  ruflic  rhyme, 
Infpire  the  heart,  and  fet  the  croud  agape. 

Thus  pleafure  and  diffufive  harmony 
Crown  the  regaling  throng,  till  in  the  weft, 
Blufhing  with  brilliant  red,  the  fetting  fun 

*    Earl,   afterwaids,   Duke  of  Devonfhire. 
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Wheels  o'er  th'  horizon  his  refulgent  orb. 

And  fufFers  Cynthia,  ris'n  in  the  eaft. 

To  fhed  a  glimm'ring  ray.     The  flecker'd  clouds, 

Tindur'd  with  fluid  gold's  etherial  die. 

Sail  o'er  the  hills,  and  leave  the  fky  ferene. 

Stillnefs  fucceeds;  no  gale  is  heard  to  breathe. 

As  if  the  confcious  winds  rejoic'd  with  man. 

And  favor'd  his  delight.     Outftretcht  and  pale. 

Like  a  calm  fea's  expanfe,  a  level  mifb 

O'er  Scarfdale's  valley  fpreads  its  milky  fheet 

Unruffled,  filver'd  by  the  lunar  beam  ; 

Save  where  tremendous  Vulcan  from  his  caves,  * 

Far-feen  by  night,  emits  his  flalhing  fires, 

Involv'd  in  murky  fmoke,  illumes  the  dark. 

And  gilds  with  ruddy  flames  the  vault  of  Heav'n, 

Making  the  night  more  drear.     The  hills  beyond. 

Seen  thro'  th'  enlarging  medium,  huge  appear. 

Sublime  the  fcene,  and  bound  the  varied  view. 


Now 
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Now  is  the  lime  for  thofe  who  wifli  to  tafte 
Of  meditation's  unadultciate  (lores, 
The  food  of  wifdom,  to  withdraw,  infpir'd. 
From  the  intrufive  multitude,  and  feek 
Some  lofty  turret,  know),  or  fliady  hill ; 
Thence  raptur'd,  to  furvey,  with  wond'ring  eye 
And  admiration,  nature's  works  fubHme  ; 
Soaring  on  contemplation's  airy  wing. 
To  that  firfl;  Caufe,  omnific  and  divine. 
Who  form'd  yon  heav'nly  orbs,  and  bid  them  roll, 
As  if  inflin6l  with  knowledge  ;  who  devis'd 
This  mighty  fcene,  and  made  all  things  fo  fair. 
And,  when  exhaufted  by  fuch  tow'ring  flights. 
With  humbler  pinion,  hover  o'er  the  vales 
Of  human  nature  ;  view  the  various  rounds 
Of  wide  fociety,  its  different  aims 
Examine,  chufug  that,  rejefting  this. 
As  fuits  the  confcious  impulfe  of  the  foul. 
The  heav'n-implanted  umpire  of  the  breaft. 
But  riot  in  this  age  of  levity- 
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Such  glorious  themes  fecludes  ;  the  pamper'd  mind 

Refllefs,  and  eager  of  the  changeful  fcene. 

Wanders  adrift  in  fearch  of  fpecious  joy, 

Till  thought  is  wan  and  dead,  and  her  bright  wings 

Clogg'd  with  the  dregs  of  pleafure — But  no  more — 

This  day  is  fixt  for  merriment  and  joy. 

And  not  for  grave  monition,  tho'  perhaps 

The  Wife  (for  much  their  fuffrage  I  efteem) 

May  not  account  me  faulty,  if  fometimes. 

Led  by  the  motive  of  reclaiming  vice. 

Or,  anger  at  beholding  men  fo  void 

Of  reafon's  light,  purfuing  folly's  lure, 

I  flrike  the  moral  firing,  and,  anxious,  thence 

Solicit  drains  of  gravity  and  ufe. 

Nor  will  they  blame  my  efforts,  tho'  a  fcene 

Of  local  celebration  I  portray. 

Of  foft  feflivity  and  grateful  joy : 

For,  not  in  dire  Bellona's  fanguine  pomp 

Confifl  the  only  topics  of  the  Mufe ; 

Peace,  freedom,  virtue,  claim  her  due  regard  : 
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Tliofc  wound  the  bofom,  (hefe  delight  the  foul. 
Nor  is  my  fubjefl  circumfcrib'd  and  low: 
It  paints  what  cv'ry  Briton  joins  to  praife, 
To  blefs  and  hallow.     Did  fbme  higher  bard 
Draw  what  I  draw,  his  fong  wou'd  ever  live. 
And  fire  fuccecding  ages.     Me,  alas! 
Fame  with  no  laurel  crown  important  makes 
To  win  the  public  ear  :  I  never  fought 

That  fickle  Goddefs In  the  rural  (hade 

In  contenrjplation's  calm  abodes  I've  fpent 
My  youthful,  rofy  hours;  perhaps  more  fweet 
Than  thofe,  the  toils  of  public  life  may  yield. 
But  man  was  form'd  for  a6lion  :  choice,  alone. 
Allures  me  to  engage  in  bufy  fcenes 
And  arduous  labors  ;    afliduity 
And  iruth,  my  conllant  Friends,  will  lead  me  on 
Thro'  ev'ry  danger,  and  thro'  ev'ry  talk. 
Nor  wilt  thou,  Freedom,  be  a  feeble  Friend ; 
Thou  who  infpir'fl  my  Song,  and  giv'ft  me  notes. 
Of  higher  accent  than  become  the  Lyre 
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Of  bard  unpolifh'd,  whofe  unguided  Soul 

Has  fought  her  own  inllruftion,  led  by  none ; 

Rais'd  to  the  level  of  her  humble  flight. 

By  love  of  fcience  and  celeftial  fong, 

And  foul-fubliming  Liberty.     Tho'  none 

My  fteps  direfled  thro'  the  boundlefs  maze. 

Eager  I  wander'd  to  the  founts  of  old, 

To  tafte  the  fprings  of  wifdom.     Nor  in  vain 

The  great  endeavor  and  excurfion  wide, 

If  in  my  fong  concentre  any  part 

Of  their  infpiring  and  impulfive  power. 

To  move  Britannia's  Children  to  defpife 

Whate'er  is  vicious,  to  fupport  the  caufe 

Of  truth  and  freedom,  to  maintain  the  deeds 

Of  ancient  Patriots  handed  down  to  them. 

And  were  my  Numbers  equal  to  the  talk. 
Not  unto  Britain  only  wou'd  I  fing 
The  fweets  of  Freedom.     Gallia,  thou  fhould'ft  hear 
A  ftrain  of  comfort  to  infpire  thy  caufe, 

G  fhv 
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Thy  caufe  ot  glory,  yet  of  blood  and  flrife, 
Which  foon  fliall  drench  thy  fields  in  patriot  gore. 
Lay  wafte  thy  Cities.     Lo!  on  yonder  cloud, 
Black  with  tyrannic  rage,  (he  Sun  of  truth 
Directs  his  piercing  ray.     But  now  the  winds, 
Engender'd  in  Ambition's  boiflVous  breafl. 
Break  forth  amain.     Contention  dire  fucceeds 
The  fatal  race  of  dreadful  Nemefis 
Ride  o'er  the  blafted  foil ;  each  adverfe  power. 
Burning  with  equal  vengeance,  fends  her  bolts 
Pregnant  with  livid  ruin :  all  the  fields, 
In  defolation  mourn  the  mortal  flrife. 
Till  in  the  eafl  advancing,  pale  and  flow. 
Like  a  dull  morn,  with  doubtful  omens  clad, 
After  a  ftormy  night,  the  calm  of  peace 
Hufhes  the  dreadful  tempefl.     Zephyrus  next 
In  Ihape  of  Liberty,  with  balmy  power. 
Serenes  the  angry  demons  of  debate. 
And  hangs  the  fign  of  balanc'd  power  aloft, 
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Of  truth  and  (Irength,  the  promife ;  certain  fource, 
Of  glory,  wealth,  humanity  and  peace. 

Such  flruggles  mud  be  thine,  O  Galh'a  !  fuch 
The  Mufe  prophetic  deems  thee  to  fuftain. 
Ere  Liberty  (hall  blefs  thy  genial  foil ; 
And  pities,  while  (he  ponders  thy  didrefs. 
Say  cou'd  thy  Tyrants  preach  the  rights  of  man 
To  Britain's  thanklefs  Daughter,  and  behold 
Their  own  depriv'd  of  ev'ry  native  right  ? 
Say  cou'd  thy  Tyrants  preach  the  rights  of  man 
To  Britain's  thanklefs  Daughter,  and  not  fee 
Their  do6lrine  kindle  in  thy  opening  bread, 
The  flame  of  Freedom?     Did  they  bafely  mean. 
As  Guardians  of  their  people,  to  difpenfe 
To  drangers.  Liberty,  and  bind  their  own 
From  their  undoubted  Birthright  ?  Scheme  abfurd. 
Inhuman,  fallible ;  unworthy  Kings  ! 
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Perhaps  the  time  approaches  (as  the  light 
or  knowledge  fheds  her  glorious  power  around  ; 
As  printing  grows  difFufive,  noble  rife 
or  modern  Europe,  miniflcr  of  good, 
Great  aid  of  reafon ;  as  the  Britifh  laws 
And  polity,  to  diflant  regions  fpread. 
Their  rule  of  civil  conduct ;  as  the  rays 

Of  Revelation  to  the  utmofl  verge 

Of  this  great  Ball  their  clearing  influence  flioot. 

Chafing  the  clouds  of  darknefs,  pagan  gloom. 

And  papal  error)  when,  embracing  All, 

Celeflial  Liberty  fliall  blefs  the  world. 

And  AH  unite  in  Charity  divine. 

O'er  Chefterfield  the  Goddefs  of  dehght 
Still  flaps  her  wings  innocuous.    Sounds  are  heard 
Of  jollity  benign,  on  ev'ry  fide. 
Ev'n  night  herfelf  feems  pleas'd.     The  fons  of  art. 
Who  form  faditious  thunder,  and  at  will 
Mimic  etherial  fires,  now  tine  their  llores. 
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Of  complicate  combuftibles  prepar'd. 
At  fir  (I  the  fquib,  erroneous  in  its  courfe, 
Infults  the  croud ;  and  oft,  by  impious  hand 
Protruded  to  the  cheek  it  ought  to  guard, 
Fladies  in  female  eye.     O  fpare  the  Fair  ! 
Rude  monfter !  can't  their  tendernefs  and  fears 
Reftrain  thy  daring  arm  ?     The  rocket,  next. 
Shoots  like  a  meteor  thro'  the  founding  air. 
And  marks  its  courfe  with  fire.     Aftonifh'd  fland 
The  gazing  throng  as  it  afcends  the  fky. 
Now,  elevated  to  a  height  immenfe. 
It  burfls  with  dire  explofion,  fpreading  wide 
Innumerable  ftars  and  fpangles  bright. 
That  gild  the  fkies  with  emblematic  fire  ; 
And,  (low  defcending  thro'  th'  illumin'd  air, 
Attra6l  with  various  beauty.     Some  difclofe. 
From  the  dread  womb  of  their  fulphureous  orbs, 
A  brood  of  flaming  ferpents,  waving  flow 
Their  fparkling  fpires,  diftind  with  orient  dies^ 
And  glitt'ring  fymbols  of  the  Belgian  Prince» 
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Now  ihe  i:jnited  wheel  revolves  itfelf 
Impetuous,  flin^ins:  from  its  flaming:  rim 
Refulgent  fparks.     And  next  the  fountain  pours 
A  flood  of  lucid  matter  in  the  air, 
Of  various  tinfture  bright,  that  gives  a  call 
Of  wild  appearance  to  the  objecls  round, 
And  decks  with  many  a  hue  the  brow  of  night. 
And  lad  the  garland,  woven  multiform, 
Difplays  its  beauteous  grandeur,  fludded  thick 
With  artificial  leaves.    Unnumber'd  hues 
Illume  its  branches  :  Colors  of  the  arch 
Which  o'er  the  fhowVy  fky  diflends  its  fign, 
The  halos  of  the  moon  and  brighter  fun, 
The  purple  of  the  evening  and  the  morn. 
With  all  the  fulgcnce  of  the  rifen  day, 
Unite  their  various  fplendors  to  adorn 
Its  radiant  cone.     Magnificent  appear 
The  gorgeous  fpeftacles ;  the  nobleft  fights 
That  human  ingenuity  performs. 
How  fkilful,  and  deferving  deathlefs  fame 
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Was  he  who,  fearching  nature's  ample  (lores, 

Contriv'd  thefe  wond'rous  powers.     But  fame  (alas!) 

Pofthumous  is  of  no  avail :  it  comes 

When  the  inventor,  worn  with  ftudious  toil. 

Has  laid  his  head  in  Nature's  filent  lap  ! 

Fame's  trumpet  is  his  knell,  that  fhou'd  have  footh'd 

His  forrows  to  repofe  and  cheer'd  his  cares  : 

It  wou'd  have  given  him  joy,  but  comes  too  late  ! 

The  fireworks  ended,  to  their  fev'ral  homes 
The  peafants  take  their  way.     The  hills  refound 
With  their  unftudy'd  converfe,  dweUing  long 
On  what  they  faw,  aflonifh'd,  mixt  with  praife. 
O  that  my  mule  cou'd  follow,  and  attend 
Your  artlefs  colloquy,  and  hear  you  paint, 
(When  feated  round  the  comfortable  fire,) 
The  wonders  of  the  day ;  and  mark  the  fmiles 
And  wild  furprife  your  copious  tales  imprint 
On  tv'ry  kindred  mien.     But  me  awaits 
Far  other  talk,  more  elegant  and  fair ; 

Tho' 
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'1  ho'  nature  I  admire,  and  much  prefer 
Her  coarfenefs,  to  pohtenefs  infmcere. 
And  manners  bright  with  adfcititious  rays. 
O  may  fair  Scarfdale's  highly-honor'd  vale. 
Much  fam'd  for  beauty,  more  for  virtuous  deeds. 
Long  fliine  exempt  from  fuch  unnat'ral  forms ! 
To  follow  nature  let  it  be  her  way, 
Mixt  with  refinement  artlefs  and  fincere. 

Now  to  the  Ball,  refulgent  thick  repair 
The  fplendid  trains,  adorn'd  in  coRly  robes 
Of  Orient  texture,  or  Aufonian  woof, 
I'o  grace  the  grand  occafion.     Some,  who  deign 
To  patronize  Britannia's  growing  arts, 
Difplay  the  fine  produdion  of  her  looms, 
Which  far  furpaffes  now  the  Indian  web, 
By  Bramin  woven  near  Hydafpes'  flream. 
But  O!  what  giant  form,  with  fordid  hand, 
OpprelTes  Britain's  genius?      From  the  Eaft, 
Where  Englifli  rapine  ftrips  the  Indian  wild. 
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I  fee  imported  by  infafiate  men. 
Embodied  into  formidable  Clans, 
Huge  (lores  of  rival  luxuries,  that  grind. 
And  wither  Albion's  efforts  at  the  root  \ 

Now  in  the  mazy  dance  the  joyous  train 
Immingles.     Dulcet  harmony  conducts 
Each  fwimming  foot ;  and  univerfal  joy 
Lights  her  celeftial  torch  in  ev'ry  mien. 


O  for  a  tongue  to  fpeak  the  fplendors  round  ! 
A  power  to  paint  the  beauties  !     DEVON,  firll, 
The  moll  diftinguilh'd,  flrikes  th'  admiring  eye.    - 
DEVON  benign,  whofe  graces  to  defcribe, 
Whofe  virtues  to  embalm  in  deathiefs  fong, 
Caftalius'  heav'nly  fount  has  oft  been  drain'd. 
Full  many  a  page  has  borrow'd  from  her  charm.s 
Tranfcendentluftre,  as  thro'  her  this  orb 
A  gem  inimitable  of  grace  attains. 
And  fee,  of  mien  enchanting  and  divine, 

H  "'  Embellilh'd 
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Embcllilh'd  FOSTER,  whofe  accomplifli'd  mind, 
Attracls  the  wife,  and  wins  th'  efleem  of  All, 

Nor  will  the  mufe  neglecl  to  grace  her  verfe 
With  thofe  rcfplendent  Fair-ones  that  adorn 
And  give  delight  to  Scarfdale's  circuit  wide. 
Thee,  HUNLOKE  fair,  the  patronefs  benign 
Of  all  that's  worthy  in  this  rural  vale  ; 
Who  fets  a  bright  example,  in  an  age 
Milled  by  pleafure,  to  the  higheft  fpheres. 
Tempering  the  grandeur  of  exalted  life. 
With  all  that's  eafy,  elegant  and  pure. 
The  mufe  felecls  with  pleafure  to  adorn 
Her  joyous  fong.     Nor  MAYNARD,*  wilt  thou  deem 
Her  hand  prefumptuous,  if  flie  fleal  a  grace, 
(Not  lightly  valued)  from  thy  fpotlefs  name. 
Come,  SLATER,  LUCAS's,  ye  lovely  Nymphs, 
Whole  eyes  are  pregnant  with  a  thouland  darts ; 


And 
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TRIUMPH     OF    LIBERT  Y, 


51. 


And  with  you  bring  the  Maid*  of  many  charms. 
Come,  FERN^ELL,  foUow'd  by  the  graces  fair, 
Whofe  afpeft  fpeaks  good  nature,  and  whofe  orbs 

Refifllefs  radiance  rain my  theme  adorn, 

A  theme  deiii^htful  to  the  Britirti  fair  : 
Thro'  hberty  ye  bloom  with  all  the  charms 
That  nature  firft  defign'd  you.     Does  the  flowerj 
Imprifon'd  in  the  parlour's  noxious  air, 
DifFufe  fuch  fweetnefs,  fhow  fuch  fprighlly  hues, 
As  when  it  grac'd  the  woodland  where  it  rofe? 

0  thank  the  powers  that  made  your  flate  fo  blefl:. 
And  drove  Iberian  horrors  far  away, 

To  dwell  where  pride  and  jealoufy  prevail  : 
Grateful  rejoice,  and  pity  thofe  ill-ftarr'd 
Complaining  fair,  whom  favage  laws  feclude. 
And  fiercer  men,  from  nature's  pleafing  rights ! 

1  need  not  urge  you  :  In  your  vivid  looks 
I  fee  benevolence  unbounded  glow. 
And  ever-fmiling  virtue ;  without  which 

H  2  All 

♦  Mifs  Cock. 
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All  beauty  is  but  like  a  meteor  bright 

That  thwarts  the  air,  and  for  a  moment  draws 

The  wond'ring  eyes  of  mortals then  dilToIves 

In  empty  fmoke but,  drefs'd  in  virtue's  charms, 

She  like  the  amaranth  immortal  blooms, 

And  fpreads  her  fweetnefs  thro'  th'  admiring  world. 

Fain  wou'd  the  Mufc  inweave  her  lirll  attempt 
With  maoy  beauteous  fair,  that  bloom  the  pride 
Of  neighb'ring  hills,  and  deep  romantic  dales, 
Who,  now  immingled,  with  this  fplendid  groupe, 
Diffufe  the  fweetnefs  of  their  native  groves,  •• 
With  all  the  polilh'd  elegance  of  life  ; 
But  language  wou'd  be  vain.     True  excellence 
Needs  not  the  Nine's  encomiaflic  voice 
To  fpeak  its  charms,  nor  beauty,  fir'd  with  truth. 
Their  plaftic  pencil  to  enhance  her  bloom. 
Then  wrapt  in  fweet  amazement  let  me  reft. 
And  view  the  radiant  circle,  catch  the  glance 
Of  pure  delight  that  darts  from  ev'ry  eyej 


Invite 


TRIUMPH     OF    LIBERTY. 

Invite  each  harmlefs  pleafure  to  my  foul ; 
Indulge  thofe  paflions  that  infpir'd  my  fong, 
Ingenuous  love  of  liberty  divine, 
And  gratitude  to  thofe  who,  now  no  more, 
Preferv'd  us  from  blind  zeal's  infenfate  rage, 
And  uncontrord  oppreffion's  galling  chain. 
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AND 


C     L     A     R     I     N     D     A, 


.  Ouoties  flenti  Theseius  heros, 

Sifte  modum,  dixit !   neque  enim  fortuna  querenda 
Sola  tua  eft  ;  fimiles  aliorura  refpice  cafus  : 
Mitius  ifta  feres. 

Ovid. 


[    57    ] 
T    O 

LADY     H  U  N  L  O  K  E. 

A  HIS  fimple  flower-knot  which  the  Mufe  has  made. 
And  now  commends  to  your  aufpicious  care. 
Is  twin'd  with  harmony's  delightful  braid. 
And  deck'd  with  fweeteft  flowers  of  virtue  fair. 

Amid  the  wilds  and  chequer'd  walks  of  life, 
She  rudely  pluck'd  it  from  the  tangling  bowers  ; 
Where  gufts,  of  paflion,  perfidy,  and  ftrife, 
Deftroy  of  Blifs's  fhoots  the  opening  flowers. 

O  may  its  fragrance  glad  your  polifli'd  mind 

That  will  reward  the  Mufe's  pleafing  toil  : 

The  chief  of  poets  wou' d  rejoice  to  find 

His  gracious  guerdon,  in  a  HUNLOKE's  fmile. 

Darley-Dale,  Sep.  i8th,  1789. 

I 
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AMID  the  groves  of  Meldale  liv'ci 
A  Youth  of  genius  true, 
Whofe  bofom  all  that  tender  is. 
And  all  that's  noble  knew. 

He  long  had  lov'd  Clarinda  fair, 

In  fecret  long  had  pin'd : 
The  fenfe  of  his  inferior  Hate 

In  forrow  funk  his  mind. 

He  knew  that  merit,  without  wealthy 

In  thefe  degenerate  days. 

Should  not  afpire  to  win  the  fair 

"Whom  riches  proudly  raife. 

I  2  But. 
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But  love  is  blind  to  rcafbn's  li2[ht, 

And  Fatally  puifucs 
The  flowery  path  that  finds  defpair. 

Where  madnefs-  (heds  her  dews. 

Deluded,  charm'd,  we  travel  on. 

Oft  fee  the  gulf  before. 
But  cheating  hope  beyond  it  fpreads 

A  feeming-folid  fhore  : 

Thus  frantic  round  the  torch's  flame 

The  fluttering  infecl  flies, 
And  tho'  it  fcorch  his  painted  wings. 

He  woos  it  till  he  dies. 

II. 

Ah !  erring  Edwin,  turn  thy  fl;eps, 

Nor  longer  tempt  the  way  . 
Which  leads  to  anguifli !  O  revert! 

Nor  grafp  illufions  gay  ! 


Lift 
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Lift  to  thy  Father's  counfel  fage. 

Thy  Mother's  anxious  fighs, 
Nor  change  their  hairs  with  mourning  grey  ; 

Experience  makes  them  wife. 

lU. 

But  fee  him  deaf  to  all  advice. 

The  flave  of  frantic  love. 
Woe's  path  purfuing,  with  his  plains 

Saluting  ev'ry  grove, 

G^nc^ive  him,  at  the  dead  of  night, 

Befide  Tome  mournful  ftream, 

To  its  foft  murmurs  joining  his  ; 
Clarinda  all  his  theme. 

Sometimes  he  takes  his  tuneful  lute. 

And  trilh  a  plaintive  air, 
While  ev'ry  note's  complaining  found 

Seems  tinftur'd  with  defpair. 

IV.  A  grove 
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IV. 

A  grove  he  fafhion'd  to  his  tafte. 

With  myrtles  fweet  inwove,. 
And  never-fading  amaranths, 

Fit  emblems  of  his  love.. 

In  it  he  fpent  his  rural  hours 

Eftrang'd  from  noifc  and  ftrife. 

The  fport  of  fancy,  too  retir'd 
To  know  how  vain  is  life. 

V. 

O  happy  flate  !  had  envious  love 

Not  known  his  beauteous  bower 

But  who  cou'd  fee  Clarinda's  charms 
And  not  perceive  their  power  ? 

VI. 

Nigh  him  (he  fpent  her  fummer-hours : 
Was  beauty's,  virtue's  own  5 


The 
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The  graces  and  the  charms  of  truth, 
In  all  her  geftures,  (hone  : 

Fler  flature  was  \vhat  lover's  wifh  ; 

Her  cheeks  Hygisea  dy'd, 
The  rofe  and  lily,  mingling  there. 

Enchanting  powers  fupply'd. 

With  ev'ry  ray  of  polifh'd  life 

Her  bofom  was  refin'd  ; 
And  thro'  her  bright  expreflive  mien 

Shone  forth  the  nobleft  mind. 

vir. 

But  what  is  beauty  ?  What  is  grace  ? 

Mifchance  may  come  to  all  : 
The  florm  that  rends  the  rugged  thorns 

G3ndemns  the  rofe  to  fall ! 


Ah? 
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Ah  !  what  are  riches  ?  What  is  pomp  ? 

What  is  the  glare  of  birth  ? 
The  fliafts  of  fate  and  mifery, 

Promircuous  flrike  the  earth  ! 

The  Good  and  111,  in  this  frail  life, 

Oft  meet  an  equal  fate  ; 
Divine  diftinftion  is  referv'd 

To  blefs  a  higher  ftate. 

VIII. 
Her  Hall  was  near  to  Edwin's  bower. 

An  ancient  (lately  feat, 
Of  all  her  fam'd  progenitors. 

The  much-efleem'd  retreat. 

Rut  led  aftray  by  modern  modes. 
Her  Father  feldom  bled 

The  mould'ring  pile it  flood  forlorn, 

By  mofs  and  weeds  opprefs'd. 


The 
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The  neighb'ring  fwains  wou'd  often  weep 

To  fee  its  defert  (late, 
And,  fir'd  with  honcll  anger,  curfe 

The  lures  that  Town  await. 

Yet  oft  Clarinda,  led  by  love 

Of  Solitude  divine, 
To  fearch  herfelf,  to  walk  with  truth. 

And  worlhip  wifdom's  flirine, 

Wou'd  in  its  bowers  unbend  her  foul. 

And  fave  the  fummer-hour       -. 
FromffaHMMBMi^  vainly  paid 

To  fafhion's  fickle  power. 

Twas  here  that  Edwin  faw  her  firft, 

And  found  his  peace  was  loft 
On  hopelefs  paflion's  dreadful  fea, 

By  devious  fancy  toft. 

K  IX.  Ye 
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IX. 

Ye  Fair,  how  oft  your  charms  are  felt, 

Adored  and  admir'd. 

When  haply  in  the  groves  ye  walk. 
Or  in  the  dome  rctir'd  ; 

Unconfcious  of  the  pangs  ye  caufe. 

Ye  fpread  your  darts  around. 
Without  a  wifh  to  heal  the  breafls 

Ihofe  errlefs  fhafts  may  wound. 

X.  V  X' 

But  let  Clarinda  pafs  unblam'd  ; 

She  no  attention  fought ; 
To  foothe  the  Sad  and  cheer  the  Poor, 

Her  artlefs  wifhes  fraught. 

Love  long  had  fixt  her  conflant  breaft ; 

Sir  Granville  was  the  youth 

In 
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In  whom  her  thoughts  concentred  all 

And  all  her  thoughts  were  truth. 

XI. 
Ceafe,  haplefs  Edwin,  ceafe  to  wafle. 

With  fruitlefs  fire,  thy  bread  ! 
Can  man  appeafe  the  tempefl  loud 

When  jarring  winds  contefl  ? 

Can  he  avert  the  fhaft  of  fate  ? 

Still  the  tornado's  roar  ? 
Or,  ftanding  on  the  flormy  beach, 

Make  ocean  rage  no  more  ? 

O  hoflile  to  imperial  fate  ! 

From  love  fo  weak  refrain 

Clarinda  is  for  ever  fixt 

Thy  pafiTion  is  in  vain  ! 

K  2  XII.  Near 
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xir. 

Near  famous  Avon,  Granville  liv'd  ; 

A  Lord  of  great  domain  ; 
And  much  his  wealth  and  high  defcent 

Allur'd  the  friends  of  gain. 

The  neighboring  Fair  he  faw  refign'd 

T'accept  his  courted  hand  ; 
But  venal  views  withheld  the  boon 

And  round  for  gold  he  fcan'd. 

No  tender  thoughts  his  breafl  infpir'd  ,• 

There  interefl;  fat  fupreme. 
And  from  her  ice-invelled  throne 

Pour'd  no  benignant  beam. 

Yet  he  had  learn'd  the  wiles  of  love  ; 

To  heave  the  fiftious  figh. 
To  look  fmcere,  to  drop  the  tear. 

And  fix  th'  impafllon'd  eye. 


His 
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His  form  was  fuch  as  wins  efleem ; 

'Twas  manly,  bold  and  fair  ; 
And  all  his  eafy  geflures  bore 

A  dignity  of  air. 

Tis  fad  to  think  fo  fweet  a  form 

Should  lodge  a  heart  fo  fell : 
Thus  oft  in  Afric's  fpicy  groves 

The  fiercefl  monflers  dwell ; 

Thus  oft  within  the  faired  flowers 

That  fragrant  fcents  difclofe. 
And  with  their  colors  pleafe  the  eye. 

Pernicious  poifon  flows. 

XIII. 

To  Meldale,  led  by  loud  report 

Of  fair  Clarinda's  gold. 
With  eager  hafte,  to  win  the  ftore, 

His  fplendid  chariot  roll'd. 

To 
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To  gain  the  Lady  all  his  art 

And  various  (kill  he  try'd  ; 
Oft  at  her  feet  he  falfely  fvvore. 

And  oft  difTembhng  figh'd. 

The  harmlefs  maid  believing  heard, 

And  of  his  vows  approv'd  ;  ' 
Yet  fweet  referve  delay 'd  her  tongue 

To  fpeak  how  much  fhe  lov'd. 

Nor  was  he  loath  to  yield  his  foul 

To  what  he  deemed  love  ; 
For  wealth  the  artlefs  charmer  crown'd 

At  wealth  his  wiflies  drove. 

But  will  a  felfifh,  partial  flame 

Unceafing  fire  the  foul  ? 
And  lead  the  heart  thro'  ev'ry  tefl 

To  virtue's  highefl  goal  ? 


Will 
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Will  it,  when  difappointment  frowns, 

Not  alter  and  expire, 
But  burn  with  endlefs  ardor  bright. 

Like  facred  veflal  fire  ? 

Alas  !  Clarinda,  thy  fad  fate 
Too  truly  can  attefl, 

What  honor  ties  the  flimfy  vow- 
When  intereft  guides  the  bread ! 

Pure,  unfufpicious  of  his  aims. 

She  lov'd  without  reflraint ; 
To  love  with  care  fhe  never  knew 

No  wiles  her  breaft  did  taint. 

XIV. 

To  her  now  nature  lovelier  feein'd  ^ 

Delight  infpir'd  each  grove. 

Enchantment  fill'd  each  wonted  fcene  : 

Such  magic  power  has  love. 

The 
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The  morning  came  wiih  purer  breath. 

The  dew  more  lucid  fhone. 
And  fancy  lent  a  golden  ray 

To  gild  more  bright  the  noon  -, 

The  dufky-woven  wings  of  Eve 

More  beautiful  appear'd ; 
And  to  her  ev'ry  fweet  of  life 

Iler  paffion  more  endear'd. 

XV. 

Thus  fancy  dreams  while  love  and  hope 

Alternate  feize  the  breaft  ; 
But  envious  fate  full  oft  dellroys 

Thofe  dreams  of  fancy  blefl ! 

When  ev'ry  profpeft  feems  ferene 

Without  a  cloud  to  fhade,', 
Full  oft  a  florm  arifes  quick 

Thofe  lovely  views  t'invade ! 


O  dare 
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O  dare  I  rail  at  providence  ? 

In  reafon  why  fliould  I, 
When  men  defign'd  each  other's  aid. 

Each  other's  peace  deftroy  ? 

The  fordid  wretch  to  blefs  himfelf 

A  thoufand  wou'd  diftrefs 

But  can  the  joys,  fo  vilely  gain'd. 

Be  lafting  happinefs  ? 

Can  confcience  hear  the  maid  deplore, 

And  let  her  droop  and  die, 
Whofe  owner  bafely  caus'd  her  woe  ? 

Let  Granville's  heart  reply. 

XVI. 

One  evening,  ere  the  gloom  of  night. 

With  raven  wings  outfpread. 
Came  Ihadowy  on,  v/hile  rofy  light 

Turn'd  all  the  welkin  red, 

L  ~  Clarind;i, 
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Clarinda,  mufing,  to  the  bower 

Where  Granville  won  her  love, 

Delighted  walk'd with  alders  round, 

And  ivies  fenc'd  above. 

Her  Chining  ringlets  fportive  wav'd 

Around  her  flender  waift, 
Whofe  envy'd  fhape  a  Cilken  zone 

Of  radiant  azure  grac'd. 

Her  bofom,  rob'd  in  foftefl  white. 

Internal  truth  portray'd ; 
And  from  her  eyes  a  luftre  fhot 

That  ev'n  illura'd  the  fhade. 

A  fairer  nymph  the  fancy  wrapt 

Of  Poet  cannot  feign, 
Altho'  the  fire  of  Grecia's  bard 

Infpire  his  tuneful  vein. 


XVII,  But 
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xvir. 

But  who  is  fafe  from  bafe  defigns 

Clandeftine  and  corrupt? 
Fierce  thro'  the  fhades  a  ruffian  broke 

Audacious  and  abrupt. 

In  vain  Clarinda  drove  to  check 

His  wanton  brutal  flame  ! 
In  vain  her  cries  alarm'd  the  wood  ; 

No  friend  to  guard  her  came  ! 

She  flruggled  with  unwonted  flrength.   -.- 

Now  faint  and  feeble  grew 
Was  now  o'erpower'd,  when  to  her  aid 

The  anxious  Edwin  flew. 

He  heard  her  cries  as  in  his  bower 

He  wander'd  wild  around. 
And  tore  a  fapling  flout  and  firm 

From  the  tenacious  ground ; 

L  2  With 
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With  it  he  ply'd  the  wanton  wretch. 
Who  Ilroke  for  llroke  return'd 

The  combat  rag'd with  equal  ire 

Each  adverfe  bofoin  burn'd. 

One,  to  revenge  a  much-lov'd  fair. 

His  flrength  exerted  all ; 
The  other,  defp'rate  thro'  his  guilt, 

Refolv'd  to  win  or  fall. 

Now  this,  now  that,  the  viflor  feems  ; 

Each  foe  maintains  his  ground - 

The  diftant  cliffs  and  ambient  woods 

The  mighty  flrokes  refound. 

But  Innocence  who,  pitying,  fawr 

The  long-contended  fight, 
Direcled  Edwin's  nervous  arm 

To  aim  a  blow  aright ; 


Which 
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Which  tam'd  the  ruffian's  boifl'rous  flrength 

And  fell'd  him  to  the  earth. 
To  bite  the  ciod  from  whence  he  drew 

(Opprobrious  wretch  !;  his  birth. 

XVIII. 

Edwin  had  fcarce  o'erpower'd  the  brute, 

But  to  Clarinda  flew, 
Whofe  afpecl  hke  a  lily  fhorn 

Difplay'd  a  deadly  hue  : 

A  dying  langour  dimm'd  her  eyes. 

Her  lips  were  turning  pale. 
Like  rofes  that  half-ripen'd  fall, 

Nipt  by  the  northern  gale. 

With  grief  and  pity  deep  opprefs'd. 

He  ev'ry  effort  tries 
To  call  her  fleeting  h'fe  again. 

And  loud  obteflis  the  fkies. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  to  her  unconfcious  lips 

He  fealed  his  entranc'd, 
While  o'er  her  form  his  flreaming  eyes 

With  looks  dillra6led  glanc'd. 

As  verdure,  fcorch'd  by  drought  iiitenfe, 

When  Sirius  fires  the  Iky, 
Renews  its  native  lively  look 

When  fliowers  their  balm  apply  ; 

So  cheer'd  by  Edwin's  timely  aid, 
Clarinda's  cheek  refumes 

The  vital  glow and  radiant  light 

Her  languid  eyes  relumes. 

But  who  can  paint  the  lover's  thoughts 

When  dawning  life  he  fpy'd 
Give  animation  to  her  mien. 

And  o'er  her  form  pre  fide  ? 


Th' 
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Th' attempt  is  vain  :  ye  bed  can  tell 

"Who  feel  a  lover's  fears, 
"Who  fhare  his  raptures,  tafle  his  joys 

And  all  his  anxious  cares. 

XIX. 
"  What  thanks  are  due"  (began  the  maid 

With  faint  and  feeble  breath) 
"  To  you  who  have  my  honor  fav'd, 

**  And  me  from  haplefs  death." 

"  Talk  not  of  thanks"  (rejoin'd  the  youth) 

"  To  aid  diftrefs  and  woe 
"  Is  grateful  to  the  breaft  humane, 

*'  It  is  my  duty  too. 

*'  The  heartlefs  wretch  who  bafely  fhrinks 

"  T'affift  the  injur'd  fair, 
"  Deferves  not  their  elleem  or  love, 

"  Or  honor's  meed  to  wear. 


But 
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•*  But  to  relieve  the  nymph  I  love 

"  What  danger  could  deter 
•*  My  daring  foul?     Be  not  lurpris'd 

"  No  evil  aim  infer 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  quell  your  foe, 
"  And  then  your  tyrant  turn  ; 

"  No  fires  but  thofe  of  pureft  kind 
"  Within  my  bofom  burn. 

"  But  ah!  they  burn they  burn  in  vain, 

"  In  fecret  wafte  my  bread  ! 
"  For  love  fmcere,  unback'd  by  wealth, 

"  Is  made  the  virgin's  jeft  ! 

''  What  fatal  impulfe  urg'd  my  foul 

**  To  grafp  fo  bright  a  fair  ? 
"  Ambition  curs'd  me  with  her  flame 

"  To  plunge  me  in  defpair. 


«   Ah 
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**  Ah  no ambition's  erring  power 

"  My  bolom  never  knew ■ 

^  "  'Twas  admiration  of  your  worth, 
"  That  into  paffion  grew. 

"  I  faw  you  fair,  fupremely  fair, 

"  Your  worth  I  knew  full  more  ; 
**  What  bread  pofTefl  of  tender  thoughts, 

"  Cou'd  know,  and  not  adore  ? 

"  To  certain  woe,  with  open  eyes, 

"  I  rufh'd  impetuous  on 

"  Then  hope  amus'd but  ah  !  how  foon 

"  I  mourn'd  her  vifions  gone !  » 

"  Yet  love  with  anguifh  I  preferr'd 

"  To  eafe  the  callous  know— «— 
"  Its  mifery  was  delight  to  me 

**  I  reveU'd  in  its  woe  ! 

M  "  The 
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"  The  groves  alone  my  forrows  heard  ; 

•'  They  caught  my  cv'ry  figh 

'•  I  never  moant  to  tell  my  love 

•'  But  feed  on  grief,  and  die. 


«  O  frown  not,  bright  diltinguiflVd  maid- 
"  I  will  no  more  molefl; 


"  Your  gentle  fcul."— Here  paus'd  the  youth, 
While  anguifh  wrung  his  bread. 

"  I  frown  not,^  Edwin"  (foft  and  mild 

Reply'd  the  lovely  dame; 
"  I  know  th'  effefts  of  love  too  well, 

"  Its  wayward  fire  to  blame. 

"  I  deeply  pity  that  fuch  worth 

"  Shou'd  ineffeflual  burn  ; 
"  For  know,  brave  youth,  my  hand  is  vow'd- 

"  I  can't  thy  flame  return. 


"  Accept 
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"  Accept  my  gratitude,  and  flrive 

"  To  calm  thy  fruitlefs  love  ; 
"  Some  happier  fair  of  truth  fo  high 

"  May  more  deferving  prove  : 

"  My  friendfhip  fhall  be  ever  thine; 

"  My  prayers  fhall  never  ceafe 
"  To  beg  the  fkies  to  foothe  thy  foul, 

"  And  crown  thy  days  with  peace/' 

She  blufhing  faid while  Edwin's  bread 

A  ray  of  folace  warm'd 

He  wou'd  have  fpoke,  but  dreadful  fhrieks 

The  echoing  grove  alarm'd  ! 

A  mcITenger,  bedew'd  with  tears. 

The  mournful  tidings  bore, 
That  fair  Clarinda's  noble  fire. 

Sir  Harcourt  was  no  more  ; 

M  2  That 
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That  he but  grief  enrapt  the  maid, 

SurpafTing  fong  to  tell 

Bereft  of  all  the  power  of  fpeech. 

She  fliriek'd Qie  fhook Ihe  fell ! 

O  draw  a  veil  o'er  this  dire  fcene. 

That  ev'n  out-gloom'd  the  night ; 
The  breafl.  poffefl  of  feeling  powers 

Will  fancy  more  than  I  can  write. 

XX. 

Thus  fcarcely  free  from  one  mifbap. 

Another  dire  enfues ! 
How  fickle  is  this  mortal  Hate  I 

How  vain  are  all  our  views ! 

XXI. 

Sir  Harcourt  was  a  tender  fire. 

Yet  pleafure's  thoughtlefs  flave ; 
A  prey  to  fharpers,  deep  involv'd. 

He  hurried  to  the  grave ;  And 
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And  left  his  child  of  all  depriv'd, 

Except  a  fmall  domain, 
Enough,  perhaps,  from  want  and  toil 

Her  flation  to  fuftain. 

But  fhe  was  born  to  loftiefl  views. 

Was  train'd  ia  ev'ry  grace. 
Amid  the  fair  of  highefl  rank 

She  held  diftinguifh'd  place. 

A  dreary  lot,  Clarinda,  thine. 

To  languifh  hke  the  rofe 
Pluck'd  from  its  genial  fprig,  and  thrown 

Afide  its  fweets  to  lofe  ! 

O  happier  far  !  hadfl  thou  been  found 

Upon  thy  native  earth, 
A  wretched  orphan,  void  of  friends, 

Unconfcious  of  thy  birth  : 


Then 
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Then  no  bright  views  had  fir'd  thy  foul. 

No  third  of  pomp  infpir'd, 

No  gay  allurements  then  had  found 

Thy  peaceful  vale  retir'd. 

XXII. 
Now  arm  thyfelf,  O  haplefs  fair, 

Unnumber'd  woes  io  bear ; 
Withdraw  thy  wifhes  from  the  world 

Its  pleafures  are  but  air. 

But  can  thy  warm  exalted  fou!. 

Once  ev'ry  circle's  glee. 
Support  exclufion  from  its  fwects, 

Neglecl  and  mifery  ? 

Ah  no! — the  change  is  too  fevere  ! 

Of  Parents  left  devoid. 
Forlorn  of  him  her  breail  ador'd 

She  finks  in  forrows  tide  : 


For 
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For  Granville  now  no  more  is  feen 

To  haunt  her  defert  groves  ; 
The  venal  lure  is  thence  efcap'd. 

And  with  it  all  the  loves. 

XXIII. 
O  perjury  !  ungrateful  crime  ! 

And  yet  the  lover's  jefl ! 
Is  there  no  pain  in  human  laws 

For  thofe  who  wrong  the  bread  ? 

The  meager  wretch  whom  hunger  ftarves 

And  withers  to  the  bone, 
Muft,  if  he  err  to  fave  his  life. 

With  penal  torture  groan ; 

Yet  he  efcapes  from  punifliment 

Who  breaks  the  virgin's  heart—— 
But  will  not  confcience  vengeful  rife. 

To  take  the  vidim's  part  ? 

XXIV.  Ah! 


t 
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XXIV. 

Ah!  Granville!  fee  beneath  yon  tree. 

The  loft  Clarinda  lie  ; 
The  bleak  wind  whiftling  o'er  her  head. 

The  red-breaft  hopping  nigh. 

No  radiant  veft  with  gems  adorn'd 
Her  beauteous  body  veils, 
'  A  flowing  robe  of  fable  hue 

That  lovely  work  conceals. 

She  fpeaks,  or  rather  feems  to  fpeak-^— — 
Her  plaints  we  fcarce  can  hear. 

See  Edwin  now,  with  peniive  flep. 
To  foothe  her,  drawing  near. 

His  love  no  change  of  fortune  cools—— 
Her  grief  he  makes  his  own  ; 

But  can  compafTion  foothe  defpair? 
Or  ftop  the  maniac's  moan  ? 


With 
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With  love  and  pity  join'd,  he  tries 

To  raife  her  from  the  ground. 
She  joy  affumes but  ah,  that  joy 

Wou  d  ev'n  the  callous  wound  I 

Tis  like  the  meteor's  tranfient  flafli 

That  gilds  the  brow  of  night. 
Which  makes  the  melancholy  air 

More  difmal  with  its  light. 

"  Ceafe,  Edwin,  to  torment  thy  breaft, 

"  By  feeking  blifs  for  me, 
(Faint  fighs  the  grateful  dying  maid) 

*•  I  can't  remunerate  thee. 

**  Thou  feeft  me  now  forlorn  and  fad, 

"  Who  once  was  rich  and  gay ; 
*  Thou  feeft  tiansform'd  to  deepeft  night 

"  My  falfely-glitt'ring  day. 

N  "  Death 
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"  Death  took  my  Father,  drove  my  friends, 

*'  Thofe  beings  of  an  hour, 
'*  Who  fliun  misfortune's  (ickly  face 

*'  To  feek  a  fofter  power  : 

"  My  houfe,  each  day,  of  vifitors 
"  A  fplendid  group  difplay*d  ; 

"  To  me  each  fmooth,  rcfpedful  tongue 
"  Deceitful  homage  paid. 

**  But  now  it  flands  forlorn  and  void  ; 

"  The  rich  forget  its  door, 
"  And  from  the  falfely-flatt'ring  tongue 

"  Submiffion  flows  no  more. 

**  fly,  Edwin,  fly  ;  be  like  the  world, 
**  Attend  where  fpendor  Ihines, 

"  Nor  haunt  the  fatal,  haplefs  grove 
"  Where  loft  Clarinda  pines. 


"  I  hither 
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*•  I  hither  Hole,  to  bre«the  my  laft, 

"  Unheeded  and  alone  ; 
'*  I  wifh'd  not  even  Edwin's  ear 

"  To  catch  my  final  groan. 

"  O  gentle  youth,  coa'd  I  reward 
"  Thy  kind,  thy  tender  zeal, 
"  I  wou'd  delighted." — Here  fhe  paus'd 

His  thoughts  wno  can  reveal  ? 

He  kifs'd he  grafp'd  her  fnow-white  hand 

She  look'd  with  dying  eyes 
"  Yes,  Edwin,"  (then  the  mourner  faid 

With  intermingled  fighs) 

**  Had  I  a  heart  it  fhou'd  be  thine ; 

"  Ihy  truth  wou'd  pride  difarm  ; 
*'  Thy  feeling  foul,  fublime  and  pure, 

"  The  noblell  virtues  warm. 

N  2  "  Alas  I 
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"  Alas !  to  Granville's  treacherous  care 

*'  I  trulted  all  my  bread ! 
"  I  lov'd  him love  him my  fond  Ibul 

"  His  bafenefs  can't  deleft:. 

'«  Nay (brink  not,  Edwin;  hadft;  thou  feen 

"  His  air,  his  grace,  his  eyes, 
"  Thou  wou'dfl but  ft,op 'tis  wrong  to  praife 

"  What  virtue  will  defpife. 

"  Perhaps,  when  he  in  future  hears 

"  I  dy'd  amid  the  grove, 
"  Where  oft  he  fwore  eternal  truth, 

"  And  heard  my  vows  of  love, 

"  A  fpark  of  pity— —Ah  !  I  dream 

"  Does  pity  dwell  in  ice? 
"  Say  rather  at  the  grateful  news 

•'  His  bofom  will  rejoice—-^ 


"  Rejoice? 
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"  Rejoice  ?  O  cruel ! Thought  fevere  ! 

"  How  wretched  is  my  fate  ? 
"  Mud  ridicule  attend  my  (omb? 

"  Mufl  fcorn  my  truth  await  ? 

"  What  have  I  done  to  be  defpis'd  ? 

"  All-feeing  power  above  ! 
"  Thou  know'll  my  bofom is  it  guilt 

*'  With  too  much  truth  to  love  ? 

"  To  thee  I  now  commend  my  caufe ; 

* "  Thy  will  is  wife  and  juH; ; 
"  And,  O  forgive  the  faithlefs  youth 
"  Who  bends  me  to  the  dull ! 

"  Edwin,  to  thee,  what  may  be  fav'd 

"  Of  my  derang'd  domain 
"  I  have  bequeath'd O  may'ft  thou  long 

"  Its  happy  Mafter  reign  ! 
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"  One  fliglit  requefl;  to  be  perform'd 
"  With  anxious  bread  I  crave; 

"  That  thou  wilt  order  in  this  bower 
"  My  lone  fecluded  grave, 

"  And  in  my  urn  thefe  papers  place 
"  That  near  my  heart  I  wear, 

"  Whofe  lines  are  now  illegible 
"  Thro'  many  a  fruitlefs  tear ! 

"  And  when" Here  Edwin  funk  o'erpower'd 

Befide  the  dying  fair. 
But,  O  ye  depths  of  human  woe  ! 

He  woke  to  find  defpair ! 

Her  beauteous  body,  cold  and  pale, 

Bcfide  liim  braathlefs  lies  ? 
Her  fnow-white  hand  points  to  her  heart 

And  viewlefs  are  her  eyes. 


He 
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He  flirieks then  hopes  it  is  a  dream 

But  ah!  the  dream  remains 

Diflrafted  wretch  !  it  will  not  fly 

*Tis  what  Hern  fate  ordains. 

"  Heavens !  "  (exclaims  the  frantic  youth) 

"  Did  death  my  fenfe  control 
"  While  he  deflroy'd  my  love  ?  Fell  Power! 

"  Send  back,  fend  back  her  foul ! " 

Thus  with  his  wild  diflraSed  cries 

He  loads  each  palTmg  gale, 
Till  from  the  high  furrounding  hills, 

And  deep  romantic  vale, 

A  train  of  virgins  gathers  round. 

Who  tear  their  flowing  hair. 
And  o'er  the  life-deferted  maid 

Hang  weeping  in  defpair. 
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To  HarcoLirt-Houfe  they  bear  her  corfe 

Amid  a  thoufand  cries. 
While  in  their  bofoms  rage  and  grief 

"With  keen  emotion  rife. 

The  poor  that  once  her  bounty  fed, 

Couch'd  in  the  fecret  Qiade, 
Implore  heav'n's  blefling  on  her  head. 

And  mourn  their  lofs,  difmay'd. 

XXV. 
Ah  !  Granville,  does  thy  flubborn  heart 

Yet  own  no  pitying  power  ? 
Can'ft  thou,  unmov'd,  deflroy  of  nymphs 

The  fweeteft  faired  flower  ? 

Ah !  dofl  thou  glory  in  the  deed  ? 

Seeft  thou  yon  folemn  train? 
And  yon  grave  hearfe  of  fable  hue 

Slow-nodding  o'er  the  plain  ? 


It 
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It  bears  Clarinda's  pure  remains 

To  that  ill-fated  grove. 
Where  thy  frail  vows  mifled  her  breall, 

And  falfely  Hole  her  love. 

What  if  tliy  confcience  fleeps  awhile, 

Abforpt  in  pleafure's  dream, 
A  day  may  come  of  keen  remorfe, 

When  threat'ning  fires  fhall  gleam, 

When  all  her  injuries  fhall  rife. 

And  fting  thy  frantic  foul. 
And  livid  waves  of  grim  defpair 

In  dreadful  profpe6l  roll. 

XXVI. 

But  let  us  turn  to  him  whofe  grief 

Contain'd  a  fatal  charm, 
Who  found  no  folace  but  in  woe — - 

Of  heart,  alas !  too  warm. 

O  He, 
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He,  deeply-wailing  his  fad  lofs, 

Ofc  fought  the  lurid  grove. 
Where  lay  the  caufe  of  all  his  grief. 

And  objefl  of  his  love. 

The  bower  he  wove  in  faireft  form, 

And  rais'd  a  beauteous  tomb. 
To  tell  to  ev'ry  palling  maid, 

Clarinda's  haplefs  doom. 

Thither,  as  oft  as  evening  came. 

His  fleps  were  feen  to  bend  ; 
Nor  cou'd  th'  effacing  hand  of  time 

His  rooted  forrows  end. 

Sometimes  againft  the  perjur'd  fwain. 

The  poignant  fong  he  fram'd. 
Then  mourn'd  the  ways  of  thoughtlefs  man, 

And  difTipation  blam'd. 


One 
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One  morn  a  Shepherd  wand'ring  nigh 

The  death-devoted  (hade, 
(For  Shepherds  often  to  the  bower 

A  penfrve  vifit  paid) 

Beheld,  with  terror  and  amaze, 

The  haplefs  Edwin  he 
Outflretch'd  and  pale his  faithful  dog 

And  lute  repofing  by  : 

His  cheek  was  frozen  to  the  turf. 

That  veil'd  the  mould'ring  fair. 
And  o'er  his  body,  pale  and  cold, 

Unconfcious  fwept  the  air. 

"  Alas ! "  (the  paufing  fhepherd  faidj 

"  How  chequer'd  is  frail  life  ! 
"  O  let  us  trull  alone  to  heav'n 

"  This  world  is  woe  and  ftrife  !  " 


«  «  » 
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AMBITIOUS    EXPECTATION. 


TH  E   wight  who  quits  the  fcenes  of  rural  h'fe, 
And  lufFers  wild  his  wifhes  to  expand. 
Bids  heart-felt  blifs  give  way  to  baneful  flrife. 
Keen  difappointment  and  her  joylefs  band  : 
No  longer  then,  the  grateful  gales  that  fann'd 
His  fummer's  evening  walk,  he  hears  to  figb. 
But  feels  the  ftorm  in  wild  ambition's  land 
Beat  on  his  brow,  and  ev'ry  hope  annoy, 
Expel  divine  content  and  foul-expanding  joy. 


Tho' 
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TIio'  to  afpire  is  laudable  and  jull, 
When  thepurfuit  is  innocent  and  pure. 
Yet  expeclaiion  we  muft  never  truft 
To  rove  at  large,  whatever  be  the  lure. 
But  keep  her  bound  in  reafon's  curb  fecure  r 
For  all  is  cafual  and  vain  below  ; 
Of  fortune's  fmiles  a  moment  we're  not  fare  ; 
Some  arm  unfeen  oft  aims  a  fatal  blow, 
And  gives  felf-promis'd  joy,  in  fad  exchange,  for  woe. 

Hope  is  the  balm  of  life  :  flie  cheers  the  foul, 
And  decks  with  fmiling  flowers  each  future  view  ; 
Yet  to  indulge  her  flights  beyond  control. 
Chagrin  and  dilcontentment  oft  enfue  ; 
Her  towr'ing  pinions  to  yon  concave  blue, 
Shou'd  be  direded  by  Religion's  hand  ; 
Thence  patience  to  obtain,  and  wifdom  true. 
And  fortitude,  and  temper  to  withfl;and 
Negleft,  contempt  and  woe,  and  envy's  treach'rous  brand. 
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In  bloom  of  youth,  before  experience  lights, 
With  her  fagacious  ray,  the  ardent  mind, 
A  thoufand  gorgeous,  vifionary  fights 
Awake  our  wifhes,  fpread  them  unconfin'd  ; 
Nor  does  young  rcafon  their  excurfions  bind  : 
We  erring  hope  what  ages  cannot  do, 
And  promife  to  ourfelves  long  life  to  find, 
O'erlook  the  cheerlefs  vale  of  age  and  woe. 
And  fufFer  wide  and  wild  our  vain  defires  to  go. 

Then  like  the  courfer,  pawing  to  be  gone. 
That  thinks  he  fcours  along  the  dillant  plain, 
Eager  of  fame,  to  proud  ambition  prone, 
We  grafp  at  things  we  never  can  attain  ; 
Our  fancies  rafh,  erroneous  and  vain. 
Forget  that  prudence  is  the  way  to  climb. 
That  worth  and  caution  are  the  means  to  gain. 
That  acquifiiion  is  the  work,  of  time. 
That  labor,  joiu'd  with  truth,  condufts  to  heights  fublime. 

P  2  From 
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From  tardy  Iprings  the  richeft  crops  arife. 
Black  Eurus  blows  his  blafting  breath  in  vain. 
To  milder  breezes  and  to  kinder  fkies. 
The  tender  germins  trufl  their  embryon  grain  : 
Hence  let  the  fons  of  hafte  a  leflbn  gain, 
And  feize  the  fit  occafion  to  afpire, 
I.ell  difappointment's  peace-corroding  bane. 
With  drooping  languor  chill  their  bofoms  fire. 
And  wrap  their  future  days  in  felf-reproach  and  ire. 

O  frail  ambition !  how  thy  refllefs  rage 
Dillorts  the  bofom  with  its  boiftVous  power. 
Thy  dire  efFecls  we  mark  in  ev'ry  age, 
And  fee  thee  yet  in  fed  the  court  and  bower! 
Ihy  felfiQi  jaws  each  fecial  bond  devour; 
Thy  foreign  aims,  extravagant  and  wild. 
Divide  us  from  ourfelves,  and  give  eadi  hour 
Which  once  with  pleafing  fatisfadion  fmil'd. 
To  languifning  fufpenfe,  by  fear  and  hopeturmoil'd. 
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Thy  falfe  appearance  holds  to  mortal  eyes, 
DimnVd  with  the  fplendor  of  thy  mien  elate, 
A  fancy'd  fcene  of  vifionary  joys. 
That  covers  with  a  veil  thy  real  date. 
But  thofe  can  befl  proclaim  what  cares  await 
Thy  bloated  dignity,  who  thee  have  known. 
Who  fad  beneath  thy  canopy  have  late, 
And  even  trembled  on  the  guarded  throne. 
Anxious  with  jealous  dread,  afraid  to  trufl;  their  own. 

Hear  Wolfey's  lafl  remark,  when  feeble  age 
And  regal  frowns  had  dampt  his  fwelling  pride. 
Hear  it.  Ambition!  and  relax  thy  rage, 

Nor  longer  feek  for  grandeur's  dangerous  tide. 
Where  mortals  roam,  of  compafs  madly  void  ! 
Hear  it,  with  awe  ;  forfake  the  vain  purfuit. 
And  feek  the  fcenes  where  health  and  joy  refide. 
Where  balmy  gales  the  drooping  Soul  recruit. 
And  thro'  the  tranquil  bofom  virtuous  raptures  (hoot. 
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To  diftant  ihings  our  labors  we  devote, 
Unconfcious  of  the  rocks  that  he  between, 
And  if  kind  fortune  fliou'd  our  aim  promote, 
And  lead  us  to  the  goal  fo  didant  feen, 
Ev'n  there  fome  profpecl  wakes  our  wifhes  keen  ; 
A  fredi  horizon  rifes  (o  the  fight. 
And  lures  tlic  eye  with  landfcapes  fweet  and  green  ; 
We  inflant  fpring  to  feize  the  new  delight, 
But  vacant  of  the  means,  defcend  in  forrow's  night. 

Hence  the  mifanthrope  of  foul  auflere. 
Who,  weary  of  the  world,  to  caves  retires. 
And  views  humanity  with  eye  fevere, 
While  lixt  difgufl  his  gloomy  breaft  infpirc^. 
Hence  oft  the  frantic  wight  whom  madnefs  fires ; 
And  many  a  wretch  who  caufelefs  makes  his  moan, 
Who,  dark  of  what  this  fimple  flate  requires, 
Groped  for  blifs  where  blifs  was  never  known, 
Reding  his  airy  fchem^s  upon  the  world  alone. 


A  pair 


^  M:  3  1  T  I:  O  y-  S    E  X;  P'  E  G  T  A  T  1;  O  M  un 

A  pair  there  liv'd  in  Deva's  flowery  vafe,. 
Fed  by  the  hand  of  providential  care, 
Content  and  love  they  fung  to  ev'ry  gale^, 
Each  eve  and  morn  they  greeted  with  a  prayer  ; 
The  fimpleft  diet  was  their  daily  fare  ; 
Their  liquor  what  the  lucid  rill  fupply'd  ; 
Riches  they  minded  not,  nor  pompous  glare, 
But  clad  in  homefpun  woof  by  nature  dy'd, 
rhey  went  to  church  or  hall,  or  rov'd  the  mountaiu's  fide,. 

A  hut  they  had  amidfl;  a  garden  plac'dj. 
Encircled  all  by  pear  «nd  apple  trees. 
An  ivy  green  its  mould'ring  walls  embrac'd. 
And  conftant  quiver'd  with  the  lighing  breeze ; 
Humming  around,  a  bufy  clan  of  bees 
Supply'd  the  pair  with  honey's  balmy  ftore ; 
Them  fiU'd  with  joy  th'  induftrious  peafant  fees. 
And  from  their  labor  learns  inftrudive  lore, 
Recounts  their  wifdom  oft  and  wond'rous  order  o'er. 
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Two  fruitful  meadows  were  his  whole  eftate  ; 
The  fame  his  anceflors  had  long  enjoy 'd  ; 
Nor  wifh'd  he  more.     Contented  with  his  fate. 
He  till'd  his  acres,  and  he  lov'd  his  bride. 
When  morning  fpread  her  orient  luflre  wide, 
Awaken'd  by  the  lark's  infpiring  lay. 
He  joyous  rofe,  and  plain  good-morrow  cry'd 
To  all  he  chanc'd  to  meet  upon  the  way  ; 
And  health  and  cheerful  fong  beguil'd  the  tedious  day. 

Nor  lefs  at  evening,  when  around  the  fire, 
Half-leaning  on  his  mate,  exchanging  love. 
Did  the  gay  Goddefs  of  delight  infpire 
His  genial  temper.     Gentle  as  the  dove, 
The  truelt-loving  bird  of  all  the  grove, 
And  jocund  as  the  foaring  lark  was  he. 
Nor  cou'd  a  flight  offence  his  anger  move, 
Or  flop  the  current  of  his  native  glee, 
Yet  Ready  was  the  wight  and  full  of  modefty. 
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To  him  the  world's  tranfaclions  were  unknown  ; 
The  annals  of  his  vill  were  all  he  knew  -, 
He  minded  not  what  monarch  fill'd  the  throne. 
Or  who  the  Fatal  fire  of  faclion  blew. 
Yet  did  he  love  to  talk  of  Britons  true. 
Of  Rights  and  Freedom  which  he  knew  by  name. 
Enjoy 'd,  yet  underflood  not  ;  and  wou'd  rue 
The  fate  of  thofe  to  whom  misfortunes  came  ; 
And  what  was  wrong  and  vile  wou'd  confidently  blame. 

Fame  on  his  tranquil  ear  had  no  effeft  ; 
He  faw  no  pomp  his  wifhes  to  excite. 
Nor  did  he  feel  the  anguifh  of  neglecl. 
Or  hear  falfe  praife  her  flatt'ring  tale  indite. 
Self-approbation  was  his  chief  delight. 
And  love  of  neighbours  good,  whofe  morals  found 
And  fimple  manners  he  accounted  bright : 
Nor  did  his  foul  with  fophiftry  abound  ; 
His  learning's  total  (lock  in  fcripture-lore  he  found. 

Q  Nor 
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Nor  did  declining  years  his  bread  difmay, 
Or  pour  the  chill  of  languor  or  his  mind  ; 
A  cheerful  heart  and  "  confcience  ever  gay," 
In  age's  wither'd  vale  delight  can  find. 
Nor  was  his  converfe  aught  to  fpleen  inclin'd. 
But  narrative  and  full  of  former  things, 
Of  changes  wrought  by  water,  dorm  and  wind ; 
And  oft  fome  adage  appofite  he  brings 
T'  elucidate  his  tale,  or  fcrap  of  ballad  fings. 

Thus  liv'd  in  calm  content  this  honeft  pair. 
Unmindful  of  the  ftealing  lapfe  of  time  : 
Tho'  age  decays  their  cheeks,  the  flow  impair 
They  fcarce  diftinguifli  from  their  blooming  prime 
Such  power  has  love  its  objefl  to  fublime. 
One  child  they  had  to  cheer  their  hoary  years. 
Whom  to  preferve  from  fhame  and  finful  crime. 
To  heaven  afcend  their  warm  and  frequent  prayers. 
And  in  his  future  weal  concentred  all  their  cares* 


The 


AMBITIOUS    EXPECTATION.  ng 

The  virtuous  precept  and  monition  pure 
Oft  fell  perfuafive  from  the  harmlefs  fire, 
To  warn  the  wight  from  vice's  fatal  lure, 
Whofe  fpecious  fnares  enclofe  a  dang'rous  mire. 
Simple  and  plain  he  order'd  his  attire, 
Imprefs'd  the  weight  of  prudence  on  his  mind. 
Bad  him  beyond  his  fortune  ne'er  afpire. 
But  what  his  Father's  wilhes  had  confin'd. 
Permit  to  bound  his  own,  and  be  to  God  refign'd. 

Ardentius  heard  him  with  benign  regard  ; 
And  while  youth's  ripening  rofes,  blooming  fair, 
Blufh'd  on  his  dimpled  cheek,  a  full  reward 
Of  all  his  Father's  tendernefs  and  care 
His  condu6l  promis'd.     Big  with  talents  rare. 
Of  genius  fertile,  and  of  fancy  warm. 
He  Ilrove  each  mental  ornament  to  fhare. 
Before  him  knowledge  fpread  her  pleafing  charm  ; 
And  many  an  antic  fcheme  his  playful  thought  did  form. 

Q2  Oft 
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Oft  on  a  mountain  he  wou'd  fit  fublime. 
And  view  the  vales  with  various  beauty  fair, 
Inhale  the  fweetnefs  of  the  vernal  prime. 
And  tafle  the  frefhncfs  of  the  morning:  air : 
Obferve  Aurora  moimt  her  golden  car, 
And  gild  the  fleecy  clouds  with  rofy  light, 
No\\'  dijjjfwn  with  fulgence  each  diminifh'd  flar, 
Now  light  the  dew  on  Afpen  twinkling  bright ; 
Or  fmit  with  wonder,  view,  the  grandeur  of  the  night. 

Sometimes  bewilder'd  in  a  mazy  wfDod, 
He'd  liflen  to  the  cafcades  thund'ring  fall, 
Survey  the  eddies  of  the  foaming  flood, 
And  rocks  flupendous  which  the  eye  appal  ; 
Or  hearken  to  the  raven's  hideous  call. 
Or  mufic  of  the  birds  ;  or  fland  infpir'd, 
Viewing  the  ruins  of  fome  gothic  wall. 
Where  fuperflition's  children  once  retir'd, 
Involv'd  in  monkifh  mill,  with  bigot  fury  fir'd. 


Charm'd 
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Charm'd  with  the  foft  delight  that  nature  lends, 
A  garden  fair  he  form'd  in  rural  taile  ; 
Befide  its  walks  a  winding  water  wends, 
Whofe  fragrant  banks  the  faired  flowerets  grac'd. 
Amid  its  groves,  where  ivies  green  embrac'd 
The  arching  trees  and  honey-fuckles  twin'd. 
The  chair  for  fweet  fociety  he  plac'd, 
Where  Amarillis  oft  his  mufingsjoin'd, 
And  trac'd  with  tender  thought,  the  beauties  of  his  mind. 

Thus  pure,  thus  happy  liv'd  the  gentle  fwain, 
Till  fumptuous  obje6ls  roufed  wild  defire. 
Led  him  to  loathe  his  native  fair  domain, 
And  follow  expectation's  meteorous  fire. 
Ambition,  drefs'd  in  gorgeous  attire, 

Bids  him  awake on  tow'ring  pinions  fly 

Points  to  the  apex  of  her  pompous  fpire. 
Then  paints  lUufions  fair  before  his  eye. 
And  fires  his  eager  foul  with  dreams  of  power  and  joy. 


Fame 
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Fame  too  invites  him  to  her  bright  abode, 
Fills  him  with  charms  of  foul-deceiving-praife, 
Bids  him  attempt  her  fiend-infeded  road. 
To  her  high  throne  his  wild  ideas  raife. 
And  all  th' allurements  of  her  reign  difplays. 
Enrapt,  he  liftens  to  the  Syren's  wiles. 
Surveys  her  eminence  with  raviOi'd  gaze, 
And  weens  not,  that  beneath  her  fpecious  fmiles 
A  thoufand  thorns  are  lodg'd,  a  thoufand  arduous  toils. 

Now  farewell  ev'ry  genuine  joy  of  life, 
Adieu  each  fcene  that  pleas'd  his  infant  foul ; 
Hope,  fear,  ambition,  with  unfocial  ftrife, 
The  alter'd  regions  of  his  breafl  control. 
No  more  he  taftes  of  love's  nedareous  bowl, 
Or  communes  rapt  with  Amarillis  fair; 
Far  other  beauties  in  his  profpefl  roll. 
And  bloom  the  objects  of  his  bofom's  care. 
Whom  wealth  and  birth  adorn,  and  grandeur's  pompous  glare. 


No 
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No  more  he  gazes  with  en  rapt  furvey 
On  nature's  charms ;  or  with  fublime  furprife, 
Sees  the  white  ridges  of  the  furging  fea, 
In  undulation  horrible  arife. 
And  with  their  billows  feem  to  beat  the  Ikies  : 
With  blank,  unmeaning  face  he  looks  around. 
Dead  to  the  bofom's  pure  primeval  joys. 
With  aims  extravagant  his  thoughts  abound. 
Which  wrap  his  abfent  foul  in  reverie  profound. 

The  pleafant  groves  and  villas  he  had  plann'd 
Amid  his  garden,  haunts  of  fweet  delight^ 
By  odors  fcented  and  by  zephyrs  fann'd. 
And  deck'd  with  ev'ry  grace  to  pleafe  the  fight. 
Now  bloom  neglefted  by  the  taftelefs  wight ; 
Weeds  baneful  fpring  and  fmother  ev'ry  flower. 
And  with  offenlivenefs  the  Dryads  fright, 
Obflru6l  the  entrance  of  each  rofy  bower. 
Till  wildernefs  again  afferts  her  dreary  power. 


Thus 
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Thus  when  the  foul  is  from  herfelt'  eflrang'd, 
-    And  by  ck-lufive  objecls  led  afide, 

What  us'd  to  pleafe  to  drearinels  is  chang'd. 
And  of  its  former  beauties  left  devoid. 
'Tis  not  in  things  ihemfelves  that  charms  abide, 
Fancy  full  oft  fupplies  the  finifh'd  grace, 
Deems  that  majeflic  which  was  born  of  pride, 
Sees  charms  refilllels  in  an  ^thiop's  face, 
And  can  th'  imagin'd  fourcc  with  raptur'd  frenzy  trace. 

'Tis  thine,  bleft  power  I  imagination  fair. 
Divine  enhancer  of  terreftrial  joy  ! 
To  lend  etherial  fweetnefs  to  the  air. 
And  keener  feeling  to  th'  admiring  eye. 
Yet  thou  haft  equal  power  our  blifs  t'annoy  : 
When  gloom  furrounds  us  horrible  andidrear. 
Thou,  like  the  meteor  of  a  dufky  fky 
Canft  make  that  gloom  more  terrible  appear. 
And  evil's  haggard  face  a  direr  afpcd  wear. 


To 
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To  feel  thy  charms,  O  fweet  celellial  power  ! 
Secure  from  danger  and  uncouth  allay, 
True  piety  fhou'd  gild  each  pa/Ting  hour 
With  pure  religion's  unadulterate  ray  ; 
Nor  fhou'd  our  bofoms  ever  run  aftray, 
But  grateful  tafle  whatever  God  bellows, 
Purfuing  always  virtue's  fmiling  way. 
Not  lur'd  afide  by  vifionary  Ihows, 
Whofe  luflres  lead  full  oft  to  mifery  and  woes. 

Ardentius  now,  impatient  of  delay, 
Attempts  to  climb  the  flippery  fleep  of  fame  ; 
Envy  purfues  him  all  the  devious  way, 
And  wanton  cenfure  foils  him  with  her  flame  ; 
Precipitation  makes  his  efforts  lame  : 
He  rufhes  forward  fearlefs  of  a  fall, 
Fill'd  with  the  fancied  pleafures  of  a  name. 
And  deaf  with  confidence  to  reafofi's  call, 
Grafps  at  the  laurel  bough,  nor  aught  can  him  appal. 

*?,  To 
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To  various  aims  he  bends  his  changeful  mind. 
Which  deep  bewilder'd  in  a  wide  abyfs, 
No  fettled  fyftem  of  purfuit  can  find. 
Now  chufing  that,  and  now  rejeding  this. 
And  now  the  call  of  power  he  hears  with  blifs. 
O  follow  not  the  falfc  deceitful  found  ! 
The  pomp  of  flate  a  mere  delufion  is  ; 
Its  fpecious  fmiles  with  thorny  cares  abound. 
Its  road  is  arduous  too,  and  treacherous  is  the  ground. 

The  brilliant  circlet  which  yon  height  furrounds. 
Where  place  and  power  their  awful  ftafions  hold, 
Enclofes  fear  and  confcience-goading  wounds. 
Though  of  exterior  luminous  and  bold  : 
Thus  mifly  halos  which  the  fun  infold, 
Attrad  with  fplendour  while  they  florms  contain. 
But  to  Ardentius  it  is  vainly  told, 
That  elevation  is  unblefl:  and  vain. 
Where  honors  fhine  fo  bright  and  fplendid  glories  reign. 


But 
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But  why  fliou'd  his  various  fat6  portray, 
Since  fancy  can  the  mufe's  tafk  fupply  ? 
I  need  not  paint  what  barriers  vex'd  his  way. 
What  dilappointrnents  kill'd  his  promis'd  joy, 
What  woes  he  rued  deriv'd  from  treachery. 
Each  felf-form'd  vifion  vanifh'd  when  at  hand, 
Whate'er  he  gain'd,  tho'  pleafing,  foon  did  cloy  : 
While  expeclation  diftant  glories  fcan'd. 
Each  fleeting  moment  prov'd  how  vain  and  wild  he  plan'd. 

Thus  led  by  meteorous  hope  from  view  to  view. 
He  travels  forward  in  life's  thorny  vale, 
Sometimes  he  halts,  then  promifes  renew 
His  dormant  ardour  and  his  heart  regale. 
And  now  his  fteps  with  age  begin  to  fail. 
And  difappointment  bends  him  to  the  ground  ; 
Thrown  on  the  wither'd  grafs  he  breathes  his  wail. 
While  hills  and  neighbouring  groves  his  plaints  refound, 
His  murmurs  multiply,  and  fpread  his  grief  aroupd., 

R  2  «  Ah  I 
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'•■  Ah  !  what  is  hfc  ?  a  wild  tumultuous  dream, 
"  A  fcene  of  hope,  of  pafTion,  and  of  pain ! 
"  In  youth  we  fee  the  flars  of  grandeur  gleam, 
"  And  flrive  their  fiftious  glories  to  attain  : 
"  But  expeftation  often  foars  in  vain  : 
"  We  dream  of  greatnefs,  never  mean  to  die, 
"  Expect,  defpair,  then  mourn,  then  hope  again, 
'•'  Now  this  expedient  and  now  that  we  try, 
'*  And  following  airy  fchemes  from  real  grandeur  fly. 

"  At  firlt,  a  flranger  to  the  world's  falfe  glare, 
"  I  tafled  pleafure  with  a  bounding  heart, 
"  Guiltlefs  of  envy  and  ambitious  care, 
"  I  ne'er  complain'd  of  difappointment's  fmart; 
'•■  The  world  appear'd  to  me  devoid  of  art : 
"  I  look'd  with  charity  on  all  mankind, 
"  Thought  ev'ry  fwain  perforrri'd  a  virtuous  part, 
"  Tliought  truth  the  ruler  of  the  human  mind  ; 
"  Then  calm  my  bofom  was,  romantic,  yet  refin'd. 


"  But 
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**  But  now  (O  fad  reverfe  !j  mankind  appears 
"  A  motley  picture  hideous  to  trie  eye  ; 
"  Each  face  a  frown  of  pride  or  envy  wears, 
"  That  breaks  of  focial  love  the  facred  tie  : 
*'■  Here  folly  leers ;  there  infolently  high 
"  The  fools  of  fortune  flatk  with  haughty  air  ; 
"  Here  pleafure's  trains  in  gorgeous  revels  vie ; 
"  There  fcandal's  fiends  the  blafling  tale  prepare  ; 
"  And  here  affefted  worth  difplays  her  borrow'd  glare. 

"  What  man  that's  wife  wou'd  haunt  fuch  hateful  fcenes 
"  Whom  confcious  virtue  lifts  from  ways  fo  low  ? 
"  O  let  me  hafte  to  where  compofure  reigns, 
"  Where  Zephyrs  fan,  and  murmuring  waters  flow, 
•*  Where  human  foot  was  never  feen  to  go ! 
"  There  weary  of  a  thanklefs  world  unkind, 
"  And  bleeding  with  the  arrows  of  its  woe, 
"  Alone,  I'll  figh  my  for  rows  to  the  wind, 
'  Blame  all  its  treacherous  aims  and  hate  its  follies  blind." 


He 
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He  laid  :  and  fought  a  folitary  cell, 
Difmal  with  nature's  frown,  a  dire  retreat. 
Where  night  and  folitude  for  ever  dwell, 
^nd  birds  obfcene  their  clatt'ring  pinions  beat. 
Amid  its  gloom  terrific  to  complete 
A  giddy  life,  in  wild  confufion  hurl'd. 
That  might  have  laps'd  (had  prudence  led  his  feet, 
Had  life  her  genuine  page  to  him  unfurl'd) 
With  pleafure  to  himfelf  and  profit  to  the  world. 


«     +     * 
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"^  "TT  T  H  A  T    raptures  feize  my  ravidi'd  fenfe 

'    ^        Whene'er  I  think  of  Britain's  weal, 
And  view  a  virtuous  King  difpenfe 
Impartial  good  with  patriot  zeal. 
No  thirfl  of  empire  fires  his  breaft. 

Which  oft  mifleads  the  kingly  train  ; 
His  foul,  with  nobler  paffions  bleft. 

Delights  in  peace's  gentle  reign. 
He  wifely  knows  that  Empire's  flrength 
Confifls  not  in  its  width  or  length, 
Or  war's  terrific  flame  : 

Good 
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Good  order  in  a  little  ifle. 

With  public  faith  and  peace's  fmile. 

Does  proud  ambition  fliame. 
And  fee  from  Britain's  regal  Sire, 
With  truth  combin'd, 
And  wifdom  join'd, 

Thefe  grand  eflentials  flow 

See  Albion,  like  an  orb  of  fire. 
All  nations  daze 
And  deep  amaze 
With  condud  guided  fo. 

II. 

See  commerce  rear  her  golden  head 
Wide-beaming  o'er  the  bufy  land  ; 

What  thoufands  thro'  her  powers  are  fed, 
What  riches  gild  the  crowded  (Irand  ! 

I  fee  a  band  of  Patriots  rife. 
Monopoly's  indignant  foes, 


To 


A  N    E  F  F  U  S  I  O  N.  Hg 

To  crufh  that  monfler  which  deftroys 

The  fource  whence  ftrength  fubflantial  flows, 

I  fee  them  flruggle,  and  prevail 

What  may  not  confcious  truth  afTail  ? 

Lo  !  genius  thrives  amain 
Not  works  of  oriental  art. 
Or  fafhions  brought  from  foreign  mart. 

Can  Britain's  Ilrength  fuflain. 
Upon  herfelf  (he  mufl  depend  : 
Ker  arts  are  like 
The  veins  that  ftrike 
Acrofs  her  caves  profound. 
Which,  while  they  prove  the  owner's  friend. 
To  thoufands  give 
The  power  to  live, 
Diffufing  wealth  around. 

III. 

Ha !  fee  yon  peafant  at  his  toil 

How  glad  he  tills  the  flubborn  ground  : 

S  Well 
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Well  may  he  labor,  fing  and  fmile, 

Prote6lIve  freedom  girts  him  round. 
O  may  each  vale  fuch  efforts  find. 

And  talte  the  fweets  endeavours  fhed  ! 

May  commerce  be  with  culture  join'd, 

May  art  and  labor  kindly  wed. 
From  them  fhall  fpring  a  goodly  train. 
Old  England's  greatnefs  to  maintain. 

And  raife  her  ne'er  to  fall  : 
While  guardian  la^vs,  with  equal  hand. 
Shall  fpread  their  influence  thro'  the  land, 

Adjufl;  and  balance  all. 
In  that  department  glad  I  fee, 
Purfuing  truth 
With  mingled  ruth, 
A  rank  of  fages  true 
From  baneful  court-control  fet  free, 
Whofe  learning  bright 
Emits  a  light 

To  aid  the  hbeial  view. 


IV.  Hail 
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IV. 
Hail  Science,  foul-fubliming  power, 
Expander  of  the  human  breaft  ! 
What  raptures  fill'd  my  native  bower 

"When  firft  thy  fweets  my  fancy  bleft  ; 
What  pleafure  to  my  rural  hours 

Since  then  thy  heavenly  hand  has  brought ! 
With  thee  no  time  difpleafmg  lowers. 
With  thee  difports  no  idle  thought. 
Hafte,  dignifier  of  the  foul. 
Approach  thy  bright  exalted  goal  ; 

To  ev'ry  nation  fpread  ; 
DifFufe  humanity  divine. 
Our  bofoms  foften  and  refine. 
And  all  in  kindnefs  wed. 
Of  that  fair  age  now  dawns  the  morn. 
How  bleft  the  eye 
Which  fhall  efpy 

Its  wide-extended  day  ! 
It  comes,  on  wings  of  freedom  borne  : 

S2  The 
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The  Nations  meet 

In  concord  fvveef, 

And  hatred  flies  away. 

V. 

I  fee  the  time,  when  ancient  foes 

Shall  gladly  walk  in  friendfliip  dear, 
Or  fide  by  fide  on  couch  repofe. 

Of  cither's  harm  devoid  of  fear. 
Then  no  purfuit,  but  to  afllfl 

Each  other,  fhall  dire6l  the  breafl  ; 
Then  knowledge  fliall  dilpel  the  mift 

And  darknefs  which  religion  veil. 
Then  fliall  the  fojteiVd_White  no  more 
With  fcornful  eye  the  Black  explore, 

Or  hold  him  in  contempt 

The  jetty  Son  of  Afric's  wild. 
So  long  the  woe-devoted  child. 

Shall  fmile  from  chains  exempt. 


Ohafie 
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O  halte  thou  happy  glorious  day, 
Whole  primal  light 
In  Britain  bright 
Firft  fprang  to  fpread  around. 
Where  freedom  yields  her  foft'ring  ray. 
Where  all  reiin'd. 
The  royal  mind 
T'he  nobleft  Guide  is  found. 


»    +++^  * 
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'  ^  M  ^  ^  S  not  your  beauteous  form,  tho'  paffing  fweet, 

•^       Your  love-infpiring  eyes,  and  noble  air. 
That  give  me  to  admire,  it  is  the  pure 
Exalted  fentiments,  in  ev'ry  word. 
In  ev'ry  geflure,  flowing  from  your  foul. 
Tho'  learn'd  and  confcious  of  fuperior  powers. 
What  from  your  tongue  diftils  appears  the  pure 
Unfludied  emanations  of  good  fenfe, 
Artlefs  and  eafy,  fimple  yet  fublime. 
Sublime  thro'  majefty  of  truth,  and  foft 
As  mufic's  dulcet  found.     I  never  hear 


Your 


TO    A     LADY. 

Your  pleafing  voice,  but  fancy's  magic  wand 
Wafts  on  my  ear  an  angel's  heav'nly  note. 
Stranger  to  aflPeftation,  all  is  fweet 
That  you  perform,  all  tender  and  benign. 
Polite  and  pure :  and  while  your  brilliant  eyes 
Shoot  to  the  heart  their  all-pervading  fire 
Goodnature,  flreaming  in  the  glances  bright. 
Proves  love  the  inmate  of  your  virtuous  Soul. 
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THE    END. 
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